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First pertomied at the Strand Tlneatre^ 



\ \ * j?,irat perjormea at tne atrana I iteatre^ 

'-^ ' (JJndsr the management of Miss Swanborougkf^ 
On Monday, Sepietnber Ist, 1850. 



CHARACTERS. 



TURBY, a Country Lawyer ; 

FLJCKSTER, a Country Lamer . 
BONSER, Clerk to Turby i 

1st MAN ...,<; 
2nd MAN . , 

MRS.TITIBY . 
CLARA, her Daughter 
MAID 
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Mr. James Rogers. 

Mr. Clarke. 
• Mr. Mowbray 

Mr. Edoe. 
' Mr. Cbater. 

^TrS. CHARLESMrLTILLB 
, MissIuA WiLTOX. 

Miss TuETUk 



Villagers, &o> 



TIME— The present day 



COSTUMES. 

ITr. Turbt.— An eccentric snit of black. 
Mr. Flickster.— Blue coat, light trousers, and waistcoiK' 
Mm. BousER.— A walking suit.^ 
Ist Man. — shooting coat, gaiters, &c. 
Ind Man. — Smock frock, cordaroy troosers, &e. 

iIrs. Turby. — Modem silk dress, and cap. 
CiJiB.A, — Moslin morning dress. 
Maid.— Cotton dress, apron« cap* 
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SCJCNE. — A Room in Turhy's House. Against the watt are 
deed boxes, and a Ijltrary, R. — centre door — doors u. and L. — 
on the L. ofc, D. a hujh lawyer\t desk, with deeds and papers, 
pens, ink, ^*c,-^on R. a round table, with deeds, papers, pens^ 
ink, ^x. 

BoKSER discovered at desk, writing, 

BoNSER. (throwing down pen) I shall never have finished this 
confounded bill of costs! Ugh I I hate this lawyer's business 1 
To think that all this cheating should only bring in a pound a 
veek ! It's impossible to gain even a J/.vhoncst living in thii 
office ! (reading) ** To attending plaintiff at his own house, and 
discussing the matter with him, engaged four hours." (speaking) 
That's the day the governor dined with his client ! (reading) 
^* To attending plaintiff the next morning, when I assured him 
I agreed in all I had said over night." (speaking) Old Turby had 
forgotten his umbrella, and went back to fetch it! (reading) 
*' i'o advising plaintiff to go to law, and convincing him tliab 
defendant was in the wrong, engaged two days." (speaking) 
That's the most insulting charge of all ; especially as the de- 
fendant has won. If I stop much longer at this work, I shall bo 
ashamed to look a policeman in the face ! If it were not for 
that dear girl, Clara, I would be off to-morrow. If ever there 
was an angel — (running to desk) I hear some one coming ! (be^ 
gins to write violently — suddenly throwing down pen) Why this 
tear ? I know that footstep-— it is she 1 

Clara puts her head in at door^ r. 

Clara. Is ^^ here—dear? 

BoffssB. (whispering) Ho, m^ \on^\ >^^ ^^'^^^ V^ ^^^^ ^ 
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writ npcm Captain Jooes — I saw him running dotrn tlie Isna 
Bfier tnat gallant officer. 

Cl^iiA. (irkUperliig) Then he'll be away some time? 

BoMsKii. (ivhirpcriiig) Yes, my argtl — the captuia is long- 
wiudet], and rnna like a yoang etitg. 

CiARA. (tDieriiig, and thuliing llic ilanr) If he conies, I'll 
Bay I wanted one of the books ont of tholibrnry. How it 
pains me to be obliged to rcaort to these exctiacii ! heigho t 

Bqk&kh. (l. c.) It ia diaguating-— frightful I But what are 
we to do? You eee, I would |>et a wcuk'u £:ilary in advance, 
and entreat you to elope, only I know ho would bring an octiou 
for abduction. 

Claiia. But you forget, dearest— I was twenly-one, four 
days ago .' 

BosHKU. Poor girl! then you are now answerable for your 
oicn debts ? 

Clar.x. But I am also answerable for my own conduct — for 
now I may marry whom I please — so it is no good papa's 
bothering uie about Mr. Flickstcr, I'll have notliiiig to Kiy tt> 
him! 

BoNeKii. Tliat'a right — do not ercn speak to him, or he's 
snre to commence au action for brJ^nch ot^ promise. 

Clara. But what are jonr plans? nlmt are our future 
prospects? 

BoKsER. Alas, my love, I know not. If I were to marry 
you, and Turby found it out, he wouUt discharge me, and then 
what should we do? Yon see this village i^ so uncivilized, tlu>t 
it does not contain a single loan office. 

CiiARA. Yet he would not allow his own child to starve. 

BoNSKK. We must not be too venturesome. It would be a 
dangerous experiment for us ta try ! 

(Tciinv coiirjhi otitfiilf, L. 

Claha. (aUirmeJ) Iluih! my father has come b.ick — I can 
hetr him panting in the passage. Quick, ^ive mo a book, (he 
girei her one) Niv to your place. (Clara siln L. 0/ it. luLle, 
Ttailing) 

BoNSKR. (jumps (..1 his aent al deik — irriiiuij) Mind and 
speak aa if you weren't ncrvoua. 

EiiUr TuRur, c. o. from i_, oat \,j' bTcutti. 

Turby. I never saw a man gO at such a rale as ilml Ciiptain 
Jones ! there was no serviii-; liini ! Tlicy luny wul! Kay hi.- went 
the pace. No wonder he outran t!ie couslablul (ruililridij itea 
Ci^itA) IVliat are you doing here, luiiiB t 
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Tdhbt. (c) Now, ohm for all, mind, I won't Ii«Vb joa 
iHding books — I'll lock up the book-caee. 

Claka. (r.) Not read the booka ? 

TuRBT. No — jroa dogseor them, and cut theleftvea — laevei 
fMuI tbetn iiijcelf. What book iiave you takea ? 

Clara. The most interesting one 1 could find— ft h called— 
(hesilaliHffi and tryint/ to conceal il. 

Tdrby. Give it here, (talcs it) " Peterfidorff on Special 
Remainders." Ah, it's a rcrjr nice, interesting work ! ao^ if it 
vasn't mine, I'd lend it to you, But vomen bare notliiajg to 
do with the laws of their country ! There, yon can go — you've 
made me lose five minutes, and I might have issued nu execu- 
tion in that time ! 

Ezll Ci-ABA, R. D, — BoNSER lays down his pen. 
Wbj ain't f ou working, «ir? X>o you think I're retired from 
buuness? 

fiOKSKB, (l.) I was going to dinner, sir. 

Tubby. (r.J Dinoerl hang tne if you're notalwajawastitig 
jour time I 

BoKSEK. Why, sir, I haven't been away from the desk for 
more than five minut«s all the morning. 

Tunny. Tlien I've a great mind to deduct that five minutn 
from your salary, (goes lo table, r.) Go and sign judgment 
against the butcher opposite, (gives iiaiier) I saw him dnuking 
with the baker as I came along — and I'm afraid they'll arrange 
matters amicably. And when you go out, t«ll the barmaid at 
the Nag's Head that I want to see her — she shall serve Captain 
Jones — he'd never be such ft riilaia as to suspect ft girl of 
ceventeen I 

BossER. I will, sir, as I come back from dinner. 

TcRDY, Dinner ! What, are you goin^ to dinner again ? 

BoxsRR. I was going, sir, as yon came in. 

Tubby. StuiTand nonsense! you could have dined twice 
over whilst you've been talking about it. (lookiig al u-alch'j It's 
loo late now — take two or three shrimps with your toa. 

BoSSER. Two or three abrioipa with my tea ! I wish lo 
£ne, sir I I am occastomed to have my five meals a d^, t' 



TcRBY. (r.) Then you'll not suit me very long. Do yoa 
• " ■■ ;^ a 



fancy I give you a pound a weok merely to eott live meJ 
day ? I can gel plenty of clerks to do it cheaper ! 

BoK6FJt. I must eat, sir! 

TuBRY. The cant of the day. Do you know what 
leads to? Why, drinking. 

BoNSER. (l.) But I don't drink, Mr. 

Tdrby, Voudol 
BwnsEK. Ho, tail 
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TcifliT. How cJare you tcU ine siioh a falsehooJ, ivlict 
you at the piimp the other day. 

BoxsKii. But Wkti'e no braiii'.y there, sir ! 

TtiBBT. That's not yonr fao'-i I you'd diiak it nil the same if 
Uiere were. 

BoNBt^R, Yon appear to msli to piot a quarrel with me, e'r. 

TcRBT, Tliat'B slander! that's Blander! I don't wnnt to 
quarrel, yon Booundrel — I won't quarrel ! Get out of tliu house 
— leave the house — I discharge you. Go, aod etnrrc I 

BoKSER. As you pleaae, wr. 

TunBT. A Bcoandrel I I believe you only came here to mate 
loTO to my ctftDghter, 

BosBEB. Since you mention it, eir, that ico* my only motive. 

TuRBT. (cromitig loj..,and lok'wg vfi Bimntr'a lial) Ah, here'* 
It Tillaiu I (croisiiig back to h.) attersptiiig to carry oil' u gon- 
tlemao'a daughter, when ho can't afTord to my even forty 
ahillinga damagea. Oh, you precious villain ! ■riiere's the door 
—bo olf with you ! {(iocs to c. n.— c/jeirs It) 

Bci>''Hi. (i--) I^t me take uiy tat, sir. I BiTjijiose' I mny 
take niy hat, unless you want to steal it. (Turbv tlirmi ii hot ni 
kim) I'll call round for the salary that ia due to lue. (fl'^'ift) 

TOBBY. (aside) That remiodg me I never tool any rjc j'j'ia 
fromhim, and ho might reooTer two or three weeks ffom me. 
If he goes to Smith's office over the way, I'm loitl Ishonldir't 
mtod taking such n case myaclf. (fo Bo:<S)iii) Ton nsk for 
money as if you bad a bill to take on Friday I Tou can call 
again. 

fio:<8ER. I aliall not forget it, Et!l, c. i>. tn t., 

TuitBV. If yon do, I shan't be offended. Upon :ny vvoH, 

I do really believe that if 1 could only get a yonng par(nL-r. «lii> 

would put tivo hundred pounds into tTie business, and do all 

the work, I'd never, as long as I livei take a elerk ajj-ain ! 

Enter Mrs. TcRBrtKdooi', 11.2 B. 

Mrs, T. What on earth is all this noise ai-out, Mr. Tiirby ? 

TCBUV. (sealed U cf n, table) That villain, Bonscr, h;i3 
dared to answer me. 

Mrs. T. What do yoa mein 7 

TitiiHT. M'hy, I simply said he was a B&'UBdri-l, and he had 
the impudence to contradict me. 

Mrs. T, What then 'i* 

Turbv. IVlmt tlieu ! Why, of course, I turned him Into 
the street. 

Mils, T. Of cotirse. yon know your own business bcit, Mr. 
Turbf — bat rnj opinioa is, that you will never gut siieh a pcMjd 
~'~'" ' /«m eon he w»a mo**. wmi\isetQ me— ww to 
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fo out shopping with me— and never once olyeoted to carry a 
rown paper parcel! 

TuRBY. That^ just his canning! It was done to deceive you. 
I tell you he was making love to Clara all the time ! 

Mbs. T. May be, pay dear— jbut I never, saw anything wrong 
in his conduct. 

Tubby. Nothing wrong ! (striking the table with his JUt in a 
passion) 

Mrs. T. (starting) Dear me, Mr. Turby I. 

TuRBY. N^pthing wrong! Don't tell me, madam! when, 
with my own eyes, I've seen him endeavour to tempt the girl 
from the path of duty with a whole isllpk, of Spanish liquorice ! 

(rising^ and going down l. c, 

Mrs. T. (r.) You know she had a cold, luy dear. And 
.what to goodness will you do until ypu get another clerk ? 

Turby. I shall take Mr, Flickster iu as a partner, and let 
him marry Clara — he has j^ve l^iindred pounds, and is a very 
clever fellow — he wo^ a goose pf in« in a bet the other day — 
and the way in which he cheated me in the transaction, proves 
he^d be an ornamemb to the profession. 

Mrs. T. Stuff, Mr. Turby, stuff! Now what do you want 
with a partner ? — if it is for the sake of the five hundred 
poimds, you Imd much better write to your rich sister, and 
oorrow that amount. 

Tubby, Hem!, that's not i^ bad idea, my Jove I my memory 
18 going, or else I should have remembered that the poor 
looted girl is crazy. Leave me to my tlioughts, my poppet. 

Exit Mrs. Turby, d. r. 2 e. 
Heally I am bslf sorry Bonser has gone ! he was a decent 
fellow, Kid not cfear ; but then his appptite was too large, and 
he was far top particular about^professional tribes. The fact 
is, I want a sharp fellow like Flickster — he has great talent — 

great talent—would arrest his own father in the way of 
usiness. 

Eiiter Mary c. d. from.L. 

Mary, (l.) A parcel, sir— a shilling to pay. 

Turby. (sitting at table^ r.) Don't take it inf^don't take 
ft in. I shouldn't wonder if my livsiy Smith, has sent a ham- 
per of stones in revenge for my having won tiiat case from 
him. 

Mary. It comes by railway, sir ! man's in a hurry. 

Turby. Oh, very well, then, pay it. (rising^ feeling in his 
pocket) Confound the thing, where did I i^V» \\vs»X>\^%dL^^c^^^cav<^ 
to? perlia|» d«tbi0 oao's in a hurry liQ \s&|^ IS^^;^^ 



OOOSB WITB THE OOUISS ECSS. 



1 



my soul, I ihall forget my own name next. Why, of coatw, 
I gave it at the Charity aennon on Sunday, (givei Mary a 
sUtlivg) Here's the money. Exit Mary, c. to l. 

I don't half like the idea of that hamper— it can't be any 
client who ia grateful. However, if it be a atone, I shall know 
at whoee doot to lay it, 

EiileT Mrs. Turbt and Claba, r. b., a» Mart eoints 0%, 
C. D. ffom L., wilh hamper, puUing it doicn c. 

Miis.T. (B.C.) A preaent from London, my dear — a present 
from London. Didn't I eee it in the candle fast night, when 
you called me an old folt? 

TuRBY, (l. o.) Come, make hoate— are yon going to be all 
day unpaeling? 

Claua. (r.) Who can have gent aent it? I'd give iiny 
thing to know. Perhaps it its wine 1 

Mrs, T. (r. c.) Wine I how on earth has wine got into 
your bead ? liless the girl, ahe'il be all day fiddling with the 
basket, (heipiiig to unpack) 

TuEDV. Stop, I can see n feather, (sits on basket} They 
never could have had the cunning to cover the stone, (gelling 
v]i) Pull out the Btruw. 

CtARA It's fherry, I think 1 

Mrs. T. Port, I hope I 

TvnB\. (taking vut a goose bg Ae netk, an address card to titt 
Uy) A gooae, by Jove 1 

Mr9. T. What a beaatyl addieEsed to Clara from her 
aunt. 

TuRDY. What— what? addressed to Clara t no matter, I 
always carve, (a pause — sniffing a* if he mnelt maielMug — looti 
at Mrs. TfRBY, who in htr turn mi£i and putt her handter- 
chirj to her uoie — Clajia does the jaioe — Mabt kws her apron 
^TuBBT holds hit note) Mrs. Turby, do yoo detect a very 
powerful odour? 

Mary. (kohUiig her nose, c.) It atnells like a partridge. 

Clara, (after looking atadflress) Oh, ludl I declare it'i 
Bbaiiieful. it's been a week coming. 

Mas. T. Konseuse — nonsense! (snielh and shudders') Wbat 
a pity it is not Tcnieon ! it would be delicious ! 

Tdrby. (emelliiiff il) Ugli— ngb! what a fool ray sister 
mustbe— she knew it was coming by railway, why didn't abe 
embalm it? we don't want any fishing bait. 

Mrs. T. Ughl a dog wouldn't touch it. I think we tud 
ietter giveit to some deserving pauper. 
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away if I*d let you. How do you know, as Clara is of a^ 
bat that the servants would like to eat it for a treat ? 
Hands it to Mart, who turns away in disgust^ and exits 
indignantly^ c. D. to L. 
There's daintiness ! really what's come to servants, I don*t 
know, (knocking is heard ontsidty L. — Clara helps to put 
basket L., near the desk—TvuBY wraps goose up in his pocket 
handkerchief) Cmnein! 

Flickster appeatsat c. ih fi^m u 

Oh, here's Flickster— what does he want. 

Flick, (down c.) Good day to you, ladies : (Mrs. Turby, 
B.) Will you, Miss Turby, (to ClaRa, l. c.) allow me to 
offer you one (k the most wonderful curiosities of modern inven- 
tion, (presents knife) 

TuRBT. (r.) What a beautiful knife, (whbper Clara) 
Did Bonser ever give you anything like xhat. 

FiJCK. They are very scarce, and it was with great difficulty 
that I procured this one. It contains fourteen blades — a cork- 
screw, and an instrument for taking stones out of horses' shoes. 
(affcctiohately) But you must buy it of me, <»r it may cut our 
loves. 

Ci^RA. (l. c.) I cannot, for I have nothing less than half- 
a-crown, Mr. Flickster. (shows money — ^Turby pnlh her 
$leeves) 

Flick, (r. c, taking the money) Pray make no excuses, that 
mill do. (aside) I only paid two shillings for it at an omnibus 
window. 

Clara, (taking the knife and crossing to R.) Mr. Flickster 

shows his taste by offering such a present to a lady. Good 

morning. Exitn. 

Mrs. Turby makes a formal curtsey, following her, 

TuliBY. (aside) By Jote,. that's a capital thouglit of mine. 
I owe Fitckster a goose for the last bet he won. I'il give him 
Clara's ! ah, never throw anything away — ^it's sure to turn in 
useful some day. Flickster, my lx>y, (aloud) I want to get 
out of debt with you. You won a bet of a goose from me. 
I've got a beauty for you here, (holding the goose in his right 
hand, and turning his Itead away) 

Flick. Cr.) Thank you, Turby, I always said you were a 
gentleman. Now mind, you must come and dine with me 
when I have it cooked — I insist upon it. 

Turby. Thank you — it's very kind of you, but I am sure to 
be engaged on that day. Here's your gooae. (gives \l Io^\2l^^'* 

8T£R) 
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tumiiig upiitnose twoor tiree times— Tvn^Y Utiir/king e^dtS 
Isfiy, whAt'g tin's? none of tltJB, Turby! nhodoyou think is 
going to eat A gMwi that died months ago ? I ebould have to 
stew it iu chloride of lime, and serve it op with disiiifectiug 
Haiti. r 

Ti'nnv. I cau't help it— that's yoar look out. You've icon 
yonr goose, and you've got your goose. What more do you 
expoct? 

Fj.ick. It won't do, Turhy-^S'ra not going to take a bad 
gooae. {gifts it Lack) 

TuiiBY. Now I appcil to you. Did we say what sort of a 
gooaeit wftBtoba? Besides, don't you talk about generodty? 
what ditfyou give Clara tliat Jew's penknife for? 

Fi.iCK. Oh, ah! I know what you're after. You'd like a 
fi;llow to go spending hulf a sovereign in giving her presents, 
when ])crhapa, she won't have tbc al all. When wo are mar- 
ried it'll be diH'ereiit. 

TuitBY. Pear, dear! the mean nefia of the worW — booauee, 
of coarse, tlien all her pfopefty will be yours. Well, are yon 
going to take the goose? 

Flick. Never, sir, nuver! but lake notice, I shall sumraonB 
you for the bet — it was a legiil o: 



TL-(fnV. As yow please, sir— then I shaU pay the goose into 
Jourt. {ijoes up and iiuU goose inln boatcl) 
Fi.icK. (li., asi'h} If I quiirrel with Turby, I Bh,i1l have t 



break off wiih Cfara ! Confotind the goose— I must give it 
away tosome one. {aluud) llind it oyer, Turby. (Ttnnv yk-a 
f/aoie to him') 

TfniiY. If you bash it with plenty of oniona and cayenne 
pepper yoti won't laele it. (jjodt lojirtplaee, L., and nig aoain) 

FmCK. (aside) Lot mo ace, did 1 ever give young BoneeP 
nnylhtngfor savingmy life? rcaHy I don'H think I ever have. 

It BccnW d d ungratefnl, Poor fellow ! I'll tend him the 

goose — il will look aitoiitive. E^l 'c'M ffnnge, c.W i. 

'J'uiiiiY. 1 advise you to cook it as soon as poasiLle- it won't 
keep much lougcr. Confound that nisid! is she gi^ng to leave 
thii hftniper liefe all liny? {ciiUiiig al duor c.) Now, then, 
(ire you going to oleiir this mcBB away, or perhaps you'd Uko 
iiif lo do It. Xkk-lsUmiia-) Holloa, what's that? {inka a Idler 
out) A letter for Clita froiu het aunt. Clara, — Clura I 

E-U-'r Clar.\ iind Mrs. Tcnnv, n. D. 

ff 7ir '/"" 'f von list* TOUT eyes ? here's s letter for yoo, Wiil 
amoment—ru be ikek soon. Exit To&DY, C. lOT 

" *'"^(^^&if can yoar unnt haye to a&j 1 
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Claha. (opening letter and reading) " The day after to- 
morrow you are twenty-one." Why, this was written a week 
ago. (reading) ^^ I wii^ to show your father that I am grateful 
to him for having won my suit." 

Mrs. T. Poor creature! she was quite in the wrong; but 
youir father is such a clever man. 

Clara, (reading) '* So I send you a goose as a Michaelmas 
present ; you will find it remarkably well stuffed." (speaking) 
What can the poor oH lady paean ? 

Mrs. T. Give me the letter, (opens it) Ah ! here's a post 
script written by your cpuain on the other side, (reading) ^* My 
aunt reauuns as eccentric as eveir, she has forgotten to tell you 
that she has placed a pocket-book containing fire hundred 
pounds itt fiotes within the goose." 

Clara. Five hundred pounds I my goose stuffed with five 
hundred poimds in notes, within the goose. 

Mrs. T. The darling old lady I Td give my best gown 
merely to kiss her. ^lesa her gopd heart. Five hundred 
pounds.. Why» it'» a fortune. Clara, my love, you're an 
heiress. Let's tell your dear father. Where is he '? He'll go 
crazy with joy. (runs to the door at back and calls) Mr. Turby 
— Turby, life, (to Clara) Look after that dear old goose. 

Clara. How I long to see Mr. Bonser, Now I can, without 
fear, give him my hand. 

Enter Turby, cfrom l. 

Turby. Once for all, Mrs. Turby, and don't lei me have to 
repeat it, I won't have you calling my name all over the town, 
as if I was a witness afraid to appear. What's the matter ? 

Mrs. T. (b.) Oh, that dear, dear sister of yours — such a 
■nrprise— run across the road and pay the goose into the bank. 

Turby. (c.) Pay the goose into Uie bank? what does the 
woman mean — are you mad ? 

Clara, (l.) Yes, yes — ^we are almost crazy with joy. I 
can't speak for happiness — read this letter I (gives letter) 

Mrs. T. (r.) Oh, that dear woman ! I'll send her at Christ- 
mast the fattest turkey in the county. 

Turby. (looks at letter^ then seems bewildered — they lead him to 
a chair) Oh, lud — oh, lud — oh, lud ! Is there any brandy in the 
bouse ?^-and I have paid away that goose to Flickster. 

Mrs. T. Paid the goose away to Flickster ! 

Clara. But he will return it? 

Turby. Let us hope for the best. As he i& igikQ'c^ccs^i ^1 '^^ 
flODtenSy he nay act honestly, (jpossionatel-y^ \iwi\. v^ax^^ 
ttuing ahovLt in that manner, bu\iBQXk!^X\i<t^x'<^\iX^>ft^^^^3s^ 
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lie liRS to pasa tvro public- houses on hia waj home, and if lieW 
not at tlie first, lio'a £nre to be Jit ilie sccc*d. 

M]:s. TL-i<nv crosses anilciili', c.toh.. 

Ci.AHA. Oh, oh, oh I my iiru liundrud pounds all goue — '. 
gone— gone I 

Tl'I!iit. Listen to me, Clara. II Flictsler won't give up j 
the goose, <rou utut marry Lim directly, or lie may cut tha J 
family. 

Ci-vha. M-anylitm? no, air! Pd aooner male him a preeent i 
of the mouey. (crosifs hi n.) 1 

TuiiBY. Whnt, what ! not marry him 7 let him Epend \ 
jam five llnndred pounds by hiuiself ? WouM joii drive ytrar 1 
oicl father to drinking? (Flic^istw' V'*"^'" <"''""''', i^) Here ho t 
conies^— not ix wotcI nbont the moii^. Kcvp your moulh shnt, j 
Of we nre ruined. {CLKiwtHsindiait u q^'n., table) ] 

FuCKSiER cfrom i., faUnwed In/ Maid, icho taHxi up hamper^ \ 

FiicK. (r,.) ItisrcnllyarnostiingiilarfactthBtl can't tnka j 
n glass ofiile without aotiio of your peojilu spying lue. I don't < 
like it, sir! I 

Ttinirv- (npprnachiag him, r. c, and tniffliiy) It was not i 
&lo, FJicIuter, its brandy, (asiik) Uy this extrftvngance, I | 
kuOw lie's found the money. 

Fuck. (l. c.) I'm in a huiry — what do you want now? I 

TuRKY. (con«nijf;/) Won't you step in and rest a little, i 
Flicket«r, It'ase seldom we can catch hold of yon now-«-days. 
■Why don't you corae nnil dilnk here, instcail of gning to no^ij 
imblic-bousea. Clara, my dear, go and fvtch sonie wine — half 
« bottle, and mind yon don't shake it. Exit Ci^ra, n. n. 

Fi.iCK. (t.., a»rfe) What isoldTurby upto? heneverj^TU 
wine for nothing. lie can't want ine to accept a IhII. 

Tunnv. (aside) I must be diplomatic Cnluuil, blandhj) How 
b your poor old mother, Fliclistcr, my boy. 
EiiHt\1\Ii\,U. V.iL-lt't iL-iae,plaee3ilon labte, aaiitxHsctoi^ 

All I there's a fine womnn, if jon like. What eyes— what ejM 
— what eyes t bif^ as eggs. They are Mme. Ilickster, nt 
down, rtiy boy, and take a gloes of wine. (Fuckstek tilt u of 
hiUe, TuuuY It,, iiiitliii'j tht tray audieiHtro hitntde) FlicksteF, 
allow nie to osaisi yon. {Jitlr out gtiim, tips, tmacka Ku lipt) 
Ah, that is wine— winu of tbe right sort. Vou don't get socU 
w/im ercij day. < 

I^ucM. (an»tij/«ii) AiidyaaBeQd«A/:Taaaiidl«)ia.UIuT«li{Hi*j 



0008B WlTtl THE COt,S£}I EGGS. 



1 



TCRBT. Eh? wbnt, 3ea,r me, whj that girt hiifl pat the 
gu&sea on tliia Eidc of llic ta.ble. (jjirea ^Ihj>^— Flick str it 
Jefies (Ae rlecmilcr, tills a tjlins anil ihiuls it i\ff—nlovl to Jill 
ttnother,T\)KBY tlopi him.) Yon drink too fast, Vlicksteri^if 
jou driuk so fast you don't ^'et the rinht fluvour. {takiug 
Utcanttr and dritikioij himadj) Xour henltG, jolly old Flickster, 
I never saw you. lookjug bo nice. You don't Ituow how nica 
fDu're looking. 

Flick, (uiieofy) The same to you — you're looking pretty 
tidy. I'd better go — I know it'e a sell. {rU'ii'j) Good bye, 
Turby. 

TunBT. {stopping him) Nonsense, old boy, I won't heat of 
it. Stop and take another glass, (^/iili his own glaa — Flick- 
6TEB ukes the decanter, Jilh his otcn glass, mid U alniut to 
drink, tekea Tubby lakes Jiold of his arm and briugt him down) 
You're a very easy fellow to do, Fliokater, my boy. Now, did 

Son realiy fancy 1 meant you to keep that goose? hti, ha, Lai 
!ow, I'll be bound to say you did. 

Fuck. (i.. c.) It did look like it. 

Ti'Bnr. (R. c.) lla, ha, ha ! I've sol.l yf.u— I'll toll 'em nil 
at the club, I will. What au opinion you ipiiEt have of nic. 
01 course 1 was only joking. Here, you Etupid fellow, eend it 
me back, and you shaU have a beauty. 

Flick. You may gi?e ine another if you like, Turby, but it's 
no use sending back the old one. 

ToBBY. No, no, I aban't give you another, unless you return 
the one you hare. I wouldn't bave it said in earnest, that I 
ever gave you suuh a thing. 

Flick. Hut I haven't got it. 

TuBDY. (aside} 1 knew lie had found llie money, (aloud) 
Come, send me back that goose, aud you shall have the finest 
in the market 1 

Flick, (aalde} Whatia be up to? (aluud) What does a fine 
gpose cost, Turby ? 

TciiBY. Oh. a tremendous price — an awful sum — ten or 
twelresbillinES, Flicksterj but I owe you a goose, and hang 
money — it alian't stand in the vray. 

Flick. It won't do, Turby, you've said too much. Ifyoa 
offer me twelve shillings for that seedy eoose, it must bo worth 
« great deal more. You're just the fellow who'd like to get 
five hundred ponnds worth of goods for half-a -sovereign. 

TcRBY. (i.iide) Five hundred pounds I it's all over — he 
knows about it. 

Fuck, {aaiik) What a fogl I vaa agt \a\i«.\« csBJKiWi&.'Ot* 
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TunuY. (very teriotuls") On your honour, FUckBter, did you 
esaBiine the bird ? 

Flick, (knoirtngly m-nks) Ah, didn't Ijvistl 

Tubby. Aad — now, no equivocation — nbot did yoj 
Tuit? 

Flick, You kaow as well as I do. 

TuiiBT. Did you find anything ? 

Flick. I ahonld thick ho. 

TuEDY. What, under tho light wingT 

Flick, (aside) Ho'sdodgiagma (aloud) No, It wasn't under 
the right wing, (aiidc) That goose had clearly got valuables 
concealed about its person. 

TcKDT. Mr. Fhckater, I inBieb upon a atniightforward nn- 
Bwer. On your oath, air, did you find a ' pocket-book la 
that goose ? 

Flick. A pocket-book ! (asidie) There's my luck ! haOE it, 
what a fool I was to giye it lo Bonser I By heaveu, I'll (lOver 
make another presanfos long oa I live. 

TuiiBY. (i« onjrei-) Flickstcr, lietentome. Give me back 
that xwcket-book, or Fll f,'ive you in charge for stealing the 
five hunriied pounds contained in it. 

Flick. Five huiiiired pounds ! (aside) 1 must riiah to Bnn»:r. 
(ft/ourf, end making fur tUiai) I aliall not stop to be insulted in 
this manner. Exll tJi ii hurrfi, c, f? ^ 

TuRDY. Hb'b off— he's off ! and the railway station clwejw. 
I must give that fellow in charge. .^^l 

Sii^tt to door, meed Bok^seh, \ch) cnlcr>, c./i 

Got out of the way, sir I Do you hear, sir? get out of H 
wayl 

uoNSEit, Where's Mr. FlickBtflr? I insist upon eeeiog hira, 
Mr. Turby! 

TuRBT. D— n it, get out of the way, sir, or I ahall never 
catch him. Let me go. 

BoNSER. I insist upon aeeing Mr. FlickElorl whore ia lie? 
be has insulted me ! he has given me a goose. 

TuKBY. (hcconmui very poliie) A goose I pray atop in, Mr. 
Bonser, I bee of you. Very fine weather for the time of year, 
iant it? Wnnt to the goose like ? 

BoKSKil. Like, sir 1 why, like to breed a pestilence. 

Tirr.BY. That's the one— tint's the one I and old Flickster 
dared to send it to you — to you, my dear worthy young mau 1 
bat ha *JiaI] apologise for it, or — 
^mreat. Sir, bo iiad thst amoaDt ot imi^udeDoe. 



GOOSE WfV&^BfrOOSDIR W9Sb 15 

Flicksteh appears at doqr^ c. fromL,^ listening, 

■ '■ ■ • ' ' /. . " 

TuRBY. (^^It you 3rouT£elf hadn't told me d it, I never 
eliould have believed it. Disgusting ! and what did you do 
with that goose, may I ask? • / ^ 

BoNSEB. (c.) Bo with ill i cn^dered it to be thrown 
away. 

Flick. (i/ownL.) Thrown away— wha?e? 

TuRBY. You here, Mr. FliclKto'^I'inei&t upon— 

PLies. Dion't speak t^to BoNSflR) Then you refhse to 
accept my present? , 

BoNSE-R. (indlignantig) I hurl that goose at youv head, Mr. 
Flickst^ ^ 

Flick. Thank goodness ! then the goose still belongs to me ! 

TtTRBY. Don't, nmd him, Bonser, only answer me. > And 
where was it tlm>w]| to, my good young man ? 

Flick, {pulling Bonser to hink, x.) As you refuse my pee- 
sent, where oan I find it ? 

TORBfY. (pulling Bonseb to Mm^ r.) Don't tell him — don't 
tell him ! tell me quietly, and you ^11 come back again and 
have thirty shillings a week ! 

Flick. (pulHng again) Hang it, sir, I want my goose back. 
Where is it? 

Bonser. (iadignantiy) Where it ought to bet go to the 
house where I live, (Turby and Flickster make a start up 
stage) and if you want to find the dusthole, X^heij turn back 
again) go down the garden, (another false start) turn to the 
left, where you'll see (back again) a hedge ! jump over th^ 
hedge, and at the b^k you will see (another start) an enormouL 
Newfoundland dog. 

TuRbY. (back agaitt) Does he bark? 

Bonser. No, he only bites. 'At his side you will se^ your 
goose rotting in the sun. 

Turby. He only bites— no matter— to the dusthole— to the 
dusthole! 

(turns up stage^ #««* Flickster at door — fhey struggle, each 
endeavouring to get first, shouting, " To the dusthole — ^to 
the dusthol* !" EaxwU, t3. to l. 

Bonser. What can all this mean? I must see Clara and get 
her to explain this mystery. 

Enter Clara, r. d. 

Clara« (b.) Ah I WilUam^Iamti(i^mcfi^iXfiDS£k\\^^^ 
Um^. I&hmgo crazy, like pooi a\xiA>>\\aiW^^^«S'sJ!5u 
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BOKSER. (l.) What do you mean, Clara? tull me what Iina 
caused this cxcitenietit. 

Clara. If t speuk, T bIiiiII burst into tcnrs. Rend tliia letter 
—it b from my aunt — poor eccentric old Imlf. I linve liad 
fire Luodred pounds Mint me, and it is lost. {gUt* hiirr) ' 

BossF.a. {Iiammj Tend rV) Poor girl 1 you may well foel nn- 
liappy. Why did not your futher trust niu? did lie fancy 
that I would have taken a mean advantage of a mislake? 

Clara. Hurry after Mr. Flickster! the uiouey id as mucb 
yoiirs as mine. Force tliat mnn to give it up to you. 

BONSEit. If bo does not, he sliall not live to spend your 
fortune. 

Clara. Quick, qnicV ! and let me know tlie result iiiiiiie- 
diately. I shall, bo in agony until your Tetum. Ejclt, n. o. 

(BoNseit in i/oing out, u'litii FI:ICKster aiidliimiY are heard 
qiHtrrellint/ oiitsiila, and PeorLK laugliwi}. 

Etttr FLiCKaTER and Turbt, iJitlr chillies tarn and Oietr faeet 
dirlff.C.fionit. 

TURBV. (Jails into clair, It.— /o BossF.I!. who eomtn doim, 
c.) Yon scoundrel ! liow dared you sny that dog only bit — ho 
gnnwB dreadfully I 

Fuck, (n.) I hereby give you nolice, Mr. Tnrby, thfit I 
shall bring an action for assault. You threw ine on to the 
dtuthcap. 

BoKSER. (c, to Ttmiir) Ob, rir, why did you suspect me? 

Tl'rby. You who have been iu a lawyer's olBce to ask uis 
■uch a qnestion ! But the goose has gone. 

Flick. I'll swear there wan no goose there. 

BoKsER. Not there! then somebody must have carried it off 
within the Inat tan mlmtea. Let me go and look for it myself. 

Fuck, htnpn him) No ! if he finds it he will keep It. 

TuRDY. Dear me ! dear me ■ what shall 1 do ? I'll send tbo 
towD crier about and oiler to buy all the bad geeseiulhe neigh- 
bourhood. 

BoNSER. Tell me, sir. Should you know the gooeo if yon 
unit? 

TuRBY. Should I— should I know it ? Ah. Bonser, know it I 
Ishall never forget the expression of that animal's f:ice. Itush, 
niy worthy young man^— you nre the ouly one I can trust, and 
offer five shillings a-picce for nit the getse in the neighbour- 
hood which are not fit to be e^tten. 

BoN8F,B. I wiU do all I can. sir. fi.iin off; c. lo i. 

(ajiar/se—FLICKSTER UaU AilttMl/ Otl rt< OJ^OcAoir— TtjHflT 

*iu-nt and test Hm. 



TcRBV. Now, sir! what are you stopping here for? 

Flick. Turby, I'm wtihing the arrival of the gooso. 

TrnuT. You Ehau't wait iiere, fir. I'll give you in charge. 

Fuck. Tutby. you cau't givo me in charge— you may bring 
■B action for treepaa^, biit that is all. 

Tpbby. (milk) What a partner lie wouH hayo made. 
(aloud) If you Btop here, I Hhall go outside and locjt the door. 

Flics. Hwn I Bliall proceed ogaimt you for false iinprisoa* 

Tdriiv. ((le'Je) Heavens, what^ni;ia! I cannot hate such 
aman. (aloiiif) I sliall ask you three times, aa required by law. 
Will you go, Mr. FlickBUr? (Flickstek icAtsHfM) FUckater,! 
inform you, without prejudice, miud — that Isli.'vll have to knock 
you down. Will you leave the room ? (Flickster btgins 
tiitgiag) This is the third liuie of aatiog ! are you going out of 
the house? (Flickhteh dtllberalelij leoKfi chair and ffoti to 
Jlrtplact, L., Old begins aiirrtiig the fire — TcnsT riuhing at 
Aim) Yon shan't stir tny fire, air — put that poker down. 

(ihey ilniggle, kiinck booki an<i ornameuls off' mantel-piece — in 
the tiKanlime 

Enter Men and Wojien, c. d. from l., with geeae in their handi. 
(gutHg to iheiii) Come along, my good people. ( Fm c kht k n i/om 
He tamt) You shan't have oue of them, Flicksler — they were 
all ordered by me. (goex to IVohas, it.) Show me your goose ! 
(tmelU it) I'll give you five shillings for it. 

Fuck. I'll give you hx I 

Tunsr. (tcSo hiu examaeil ihr. goose) Let him liavo it — it 
fan't the right oue. If he won't pay you, come to nie, and I 
will sue hitn. (a Man comei doicii, l., Ti'Iihy goes to him) 
Why, conlouna you, sir, Uiis goose is fit to eat. 

lot Mak, Yes, it's a beauty, eir- 

TvnBV. Take it away directly, ur I doyoutiiinki 
goodwholesomegeeaelike that? {ihroim it at him) 

Flick, (fu u Man ihivn l.) Here, I'll buy yours. 

Tdrby. (r. of Man) No, I'll buy it! 

Fi.iCK. (l, n/MAs) I'll give joH ten shillings for it I 

Turby. I'll give you a pound. 

Flick. I^et him have it — it isn't the right one. (laughi) 

tnU Man. (fu Xurky) You'J better have my gooso— it't. . _ 
wont here 1 

TUBUY. Let me aec it. 

2i'd Mam. No, I shan't do thnt — I never tiimtgiit it would 
^Btcb anyttiing when I picked it up. 
y^j&icK. Picked it op I that. mTuft\)%W6ai«. V.™^"***^ 



n 



1 



18 GOOSE WITH THE GOLDEH EGGS. 

TuRBY. (asiile) Flickattr slian't Lave it. (wliisperi to 

2ii(/Man. (to Turby) Foohl why it's tlie worst intbo 
TillsBC — nearly oid enoueli to waTk alone. (Fiickstek wkis' 
persojoi'd) Pooel yoo shall havoit. (lyiir* goose) I know it 
will suit, for it lias been in my shop thoEo three weeks. 
FucB. {grvaTiittfi) I ahau't liaveatiy iiiore of thcscgccGol 
An, (drfrflnciuj) Here's my goose— and mine — ftudinmel 
TuuitY. Get out o£ the jilncc, nllofynu — s^t ^ut. 
(tqaahblinn, ail go nff, c. (o l., hid Uie 2iiU JIan, k-Iio remai-w 
ixpoilaiatUig mtk Flicustek— -'Xuubv furna ouci wei 

lYliat are yott doing here? getoutl 

Turns ftlAN out — Flickster Ihroiet goasi, vrhkh MU Thrbt 
on lie back. 
Why did you throw that goose at me ? 

Flick, (n.) Why did you sinnd in the way, when yon know 
I was going to throw the gooEe? i-my, old "Turby, my boy, 
you've been done. 

Eiiler BoxsEr, c. v. from L. 

TuBBT. («,) I say, Flickstcr, ray fine fellow— you've aiada 
BgoocI thing of ill 

Fijmi. (x.) A Bovcrojgn for an unpleasant goose, * 

TciiBT, You were Jet in for thirtv sliilliiigs. U'he geese wore 
A little tw high, weren't they, FlicCslct ? 

BbKSER. (CUU11H17 (fuirii, c.) It's no good quarrelling about 
it — the notes are lost for ever now. The goose has been taken 
Kway by the dustioan. 

TuRBY. (r.) Good ready money chuckei into tlio gutter. I 
Ehall swear wc never received it. (^Diislomn's Ml O'llsitle, i.\ I 
am the most tinforlunatc man alive. What business had I to 
gopnying the bird away? Wbenever I am liberal, I nlwnya 
lose by it, I'll never pay another bet aa long as I live. 

Plick. (^l., asiile) What doea that bell mean? {yiiing oa tip- 
tot laieards door) 

TuRBY. Sucb a lunip of money too — how can I repair the 
loss — I must keep on Brown's Chancery suit for two years 
longer. (duUman'x (reHojroiu— Tonnv friniKnw(/«ce»FucKiiTKR 
teaiinif iijf, 0.) What the danoe is Flicktter up to? 

BossKR, Quickl quickl it' 13 the dus.^inan's carl fasBing! 

DuETUAN. (Klihoid — Ml) Dust bo! duatliol 

BoNSER. 'That cart niust contain the goose! 

t'i;riiBynwJ!e(i((/ici',FiJCK*Tiili, /"(!/» hint bath hijjie lath 
nfJih coal—TnAcKS-rm «i«n;iM— Tuncv/uKoiw— Flicjc- 
gassL turn, drops kis head agaiuil Tcuny's chat, w"'* 
imockt lu» hat oner hUe^tt—Oti^itrvggU off, 1;. I " 
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TuRBY. Villain, you shall not have it ! 

BoNSEij. (look big out at door) How they rush across the 
market place—now Turb^ dashes to the front— now Flickster 
nears bkn-^he leads him by a nose — what do I see? Turby 
has seized Flickster by the coat tail — Heaven grant tliat it may 
not give way-^I plainly perceive the neck of the po(»se hangin<r 
over the^ cart- aide ! (cr^r o/*^ Dust ho!" — htll) Turby throws 
thedustnjan a coin and seizes it! (shouts wkhotU^ ** Ila, ha, ha!") 
Plickster grasps at i:)ie prize, but in vain — (shouts a rjain — hell) 
Now thoy are returning — ^Turby bounds over the stones like a 
rabbit- Flickster does not lose ground — Flickster has seized the 
goose — Heavens ! here they are. 

Shontf^^^lci^y ha, h^ V-r'Dustmmt'n Veil until Turby and Flick- 
ster are on the stage, cfrom l., with tlie goose h^twecii them, 
Turby the neck and Flicksteb. the hind parts, 

TtTRBY, (*.) -Cjet go, you Tillairi ! . 

Flick; (L.) !Eiet go, you scoundrel ! - 

Turby. By heavens, Flickster, I'll kick you if you don't 
let go ! , . . . , 

Flick. Let go directly, or I swear I'll bite your fingers ! 

(they fall 'backwards and forwards, iintU the goose comes in 
two — they both fall, Turby r., Flickster l. 

Turby. - (examining his half) ConfoUnd him — he has the 
money in his half ! - 

Flick, (examining his hctlf} Hang it, Pm done — ^Ttirby* has 
the notes after all ! ' 

Turby. In this crisis, sir, we may as well speak the trutK— 
have you the money ? 

FYiCK. Sir, f urthei* dcceptlbn Is useless, I have ! 

BoxsER. fc, seizing Flickster's half) False to the last— 
th(B pocket bdok is not here! 

FLiCK.' I Was not bound to criminate myself. 

Turby. But ^here can the money hate got' to theti — ^what 
are we to do now ? 

Flick, (crawling across to Turby) Will you go halves if I 
find the money ? (aside) V\i promise him half as a blind. 

Turby. Yes, I will I (aside) Likely I should give him any, 
isn't it ? 

Flick, (looking a'f Bonser) Well I guess who has it ? 

TuRlJY. The dustman I 

Flick. No — guess again I The dustman knows nothing 
about it. 

TuRiY. Well then— (^g«7a/w)— he can't have concealed the 
pod^tbogik about me! (fe^ls in his pockets) 
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Fuck, (pniiiiinrj to BoKsi^n} Do you know now ? 

TuBBT. Boiiser ! 

UossF-n. (i,.) Mr. riickater. liow (lore you— 1 drfy yoa to 
■te)i ouleiile witL ipc ! 

Fli(!K. There, I Mid nothing, didi? (crossM (n a. D, — ande) 
I hnd better benr fulaa n'itnef&»giuu5t my youn^ neighbour, or 
else ho'U be marryiii" Cliirtt, 

Tunnr. (r. c ) Mr. BuDser, iuvta yon Llie money ? (ani-le) 
lie has managed it wiib uiorc talent thmi ever I gave him crudit. 

BosidER. (l.) Do you fniic;, sir, thnt I iihoiilJ tnke udvan- 
lagD of n mistake to swindle you out of Sve huudred pounds^ 
do jou imagine sucli n Uiing. Mr. Tiirby '! 

TuiiBV. (I'li cliair^ <ii 'iMi; i!.) IIuLiifin uature i^weak, Mr. 
lionBcr, nod five hundred pounds ia five tiundrc<l pounds— come, 
giveup tlie money! 

Fuck, (n.) Ulerayou, if ha hadn't found the pockets book, 
do yon think th.tta m)ta with liis nppeiitc would bave throiTD 
ftWHy ft gooee becnuse it was n little high ? 

BoN^Kii. After thiA insult 1 eIirII quit the bouse! igfig) 

Fuck, (^irlil^pcriiig IuTvrby) Stopliiui — he wants to Inltl 

(TuRBY rues, ranlici to (loKr, jiutu hiimtlf 14 a fyhtimj alH' 
Met 

DoxBER. Air. Turby, if any other but yourself opposed me I 
vould pull bis nose I Dutmylovefor Clar.t protectayou. I 
wiUspeak a few words to hur, mid Ie.ive this town fur ever t 

TuBBV. IIow date you lovo my daughter? (eaUiiijf at b.) 
Claral Clnral keep iu your own room. 
Eiiier Ci-AiiA, B. D. 

Clara. What do you want? 

TuiiBY. Why, I nnntyou to keep away — Mr. Bonserbaa tha 
money — if ho bas any affeciion for you, teU him to give it np, 
mad leave you for ever I 

Clara. I would not insult Mr. Qooscr by ausjiectiog liim of 
inch a thing. 

Flick, (l.) Look, be has a new bal on ! Heside', I re* 
member perfectly seeing biin witli k red pocket book in bia 

(BoKSER ruslits at Fuckbter, vho seize* a clair— (*ry tlrntf- 
gle into l. corner, BiiN^KR tfanil ni-fr Flick 3TEK u-ilh cAdir) 
TuiiBV. (r.) Soothe bim, Ckra I BootJie him ! or tbuy'll ba 
breitking my chairs. 

Fucx. I apologise ; it wna only your pocket liandkercbicf. 

Au»£R. (I-) Clarn, do you belicte tb\a fccc.Wia,V\inil XaU. . 
' joa imigine me caoable of B%:b ia«,im«(B^ 
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Clara. Do I believe it! of course not— and to prove it 
you I gire you my hand. (TuiiBv sinks into vhair, n. c) 

Flick, (ii.) Never mind, Turby, they'll be septitated befora 
tbe week's oiib. 

BoNSER. Whatdoyou mean, sir? 

Fuck. Why, youll be in the warkhouso I 

(BoKSKRj riislies at Ihi, but is stopped hy Clara. 

TuBDT. HeavBDH ! that I should live to see tiiy own child 
marry a maa with such an appetite, and uot even credit at it 
baker's I 

Clara. Father, ^d have driyeu me away (rom youi houw 

^4idieu I 



At till:/ are going up, enter Maid with letter C./rom 



t UDUW I 

(/aitM I 



Maid. A letter from IjDndon, for Mias Clara. 

Tdrbt. For my daughter! give it nic instantly! ((obj 
kller) Exit Maid, c. (o l. 

Clara. Give me the letter ! ^tak-es it) I am twenty-one, and 
uistKES of mv own actions. 

TuitBT. This comes of letting girls read a lot of etuiMd law 
books! I cau'tcomplaiu — I can't complain — it's my own fault. i 

Clara, (c.) What do I see? (rinrfs)—" I was dissuaded l^ 
your cousin from sendiug the five hundred pounds inside tlie | 
gooee, as I had wished, t am sorry the delicate surprise I in- ' 
tended bas| not been carried out, as I have not anoUier goose, 
I would have sent the money to you in a plum padding, but 

Gar coDun tells me that the notes would have suffered in the ' 
iling, so pray excuse my apparent want of delicacy in sending I 
you the money in the form a cheque, payable at sight." 

TuBOV. Heavens I payable at eight — I hope her banker is I 
not blind. (usi'Je) As she ia sure to marry Bonaer, I had better 
make friends with him. (croiseg to l., btluieeii Bonser and | 
Clara) Bonser, my boy, of all toen in the world I would select 
to guide my child on the etormy paths of life, you are, 1 say 
yoUftre — (jmlting his liandLerchie/ tu his eyes, and croistng toL. 
—Clara end Bokser retire vp) 

Flick, (n.) Don't cry, Mr. Turby I But I must beg of you 
to uDderstand, Mr. Turby, that you still owe me a goose ! 

TOBBT. AVhy, how many geese do you want, glatlonT 
Tou've bad one more than you could eat already. 

Fuck, (inJignanlly) I refuse that seedy goose- 

ToRBy. Very well — very well I that's it, is it? (picking up 1 
Ihe Ito halves of the goose) Now, then, you are all witueas that " 
I tender him a goose, (offers the imhiti) 

Fuck. Taxby, I, wiUwui pi^ttaiw naafl,, ^-^^ ■^■so. ■»!«»» I 
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that I Bball pull your nose. 1 refuse tliese dividonds, andrefcf 
tlic mnltcr to nrbitrBtioii. 

Tuliiiv, Ab you please, bit. (uth-nnces la Audien'Ce) Ilom, 
hein I my lorJ, and gentlemen of the jury — 

Flick. How daro you speak first? Low daro you? 1 shall 
begm! 

Tphby. You. Bhan't, eir — you Ehnn't. 

TuRBY. J T. ( plaintiff ) ■ ,^- „,„„ ■ „ 

Flick, j^*'^ {defendant J >•■ ""B ca^e la a- 

TuitUV. ((0 Flickbteb) Villain! 

Flick, {to Turbt) Scoundrel I 

Tunnv. Tliat'e unprofessional, Fliokater. For heaven's snka 
let's bo professional I I Bappoae I may put in my pleas— yoa 
■wouldu't rob me of my pleas ? (Flickster uoii/i) These are my 
pleas. Firstly — that i never owed you a goose. Secoudjy — 
timt 1 have paid you tlm goofe T owe you. Tliirdly — that 
though the goose was a bad one, I had a right to frive it to joiii 
Fourthly— that the goose was not a bad one. Fifthly — that 
you have had the yoose and eaten it. 

Flick. Blr. Tiirby, I deny everything — everything ! 

Tdrby. Then, sir, 1 leave the case with the arbitralon — I 
Bin not afraid, ((() AuuiENCH^ You've heard all tlie facta of 
the cose — you have seen how BIr. FlicltBter has acted — llow I 
have acted — how we have all acted in the matter, and- • 

Fuck. But Mr. Turby, sir ! 

TCBBY. And Mr. riietaler, eirl 

ifltty commence tqiiabbtiiiii andfghting — Clara and Qonseb 
trying lo separate Iheta, as tlie curtain detcends ijiiiclc!!/) 



STAGE DIRECTIOSS. 

... ! /?.>*/ of lie Singe, feeing iki An'llrKfe ; T.. Zffl I 0. 
Ciulrc; Vi.C- I'Mi ;■/ i\»u-c ! hlCLr/t oj Cti'int D.F.Aomi 
(*./■/«/. or Sceiii- tumiing scross the back of the Since.- &&£«. 

r in tht F/<it ! XI.D. Right riimr I L.D. Lt/t Zhprt 
,■ V,B, I/uitr Entrance. 



BESOBAFl'iyJS -OATALOOITS. 



C OF BXJBLESaxrES, OPERAS, AND 
DBAICAS TO LOAN. 

ino and vocal parts are marked p. r. The flfrnrea In colnmns taiote the 
PiaCE per MONTH.— DEPOSIT: TWO MONTHS' HIRE. 



t. 

lalatea, burl. p. r. ...10 

Surprise, opera, p. r. ... 2 

)era ... ... »• 5 

Miss Keating] burL p. r. 2 

yron, burl. p. v 20 

8 band parts 16 

irl. p. V 10 

Miss Keating] burl. p. r. 5 
Byron] burl. p. y. ...20 

8 band parts 16 

V. ... ... ..• ...10 

Brave, burl. p. y. ...20 

9 band parts 1& 

1 Afloat, drams, 10 band 

••• ••• ••• •••Av 

rarl., 6 band parts •• 7 

Impostors, faree, p. y.... 

1 Beast [Keaticicj p. y.... 6 

)pera, vocal score ... 3 

'd, opera, p v 8 

1 Susan, drama, full score 5 
i^usan , burl. p. v. . . .20 

.^jand parts 20 

opera, p. y. .h ... •) 
., drama, p. v. .«. ... 6 

L Repaired, p. v •')0 

I [Byron's] burl, p y. ...15 
6 band parts . . . . 10 
I [Miss Keating] p y. ... 6 

8 band parts ..* ... 7 
ore and h band parts ... 7 

rse, drama, p. v 20 

the Brahmins, burl. p. v.lS 
d Sister, opera, p. v. ... 5 

,drama,l&2violin,basso 8 
tera, p v ... ... ... 8 

man, cxtrav. p y ..16 

, opera, py .. ..2 

of Granada, extrav., p vlO 
a [KeeceJ comic op. p v 
mdalusia, opera, p v . . 8 
;tre, opera, p y . . . . 2 

' Ganges, dra, 4 band ptsio 
I, Instrumertal of ^OL*;:, ^ 
cntle Mori *' . . . . '">,' 

I the \Voo<l, opera, p y... 2 
ngFou, burl p v ...10 

[Byron] bur}.8bandptsl5 
[3yron] burl, p V ..20 
[Miss Keating] burl.p v 6 
, opera, p y " • . . . . 7 

rn,drama,8 band parts.. .10 

!ra, p y 6 

vons, burl, p y . . . . 16 
rlearth, dra. 10 bnd pts 6 

'a* p y i 

I>annbe,extra.y4 band 

•• •• .• aaft 

'Jfe,drama,9buk4 pta 10 
h*open,pr ^ ... 7 



6 
6 

6 



6 








6 


6 
<J 



6 





6 
6 
6 






6 


6 
6 


^6 
6 




6 
6 




6 



« 



D«eds not Words, drama, 11 band 

P*aI" ••• t •• •#• ••• ••• 9 

Dolly, comic opera, p y 15 

DItiio, 14 band parts 15 

Don Caesar do Bnzan, drama, p y... 7 
Don Juan, prnt., 4 band parts ... 8 

Dreamland, cantata, p y 10 

Duenna, opera, p y 8 

Duke s Motto, dram'v, 9 Oand parts 15 
Eddystone Klf, drama, 6 band parts 5 



«. d. 



...10 
... 6 
...15 
... 9 
7 



Emani, burl., 9 band parts 
Esmeralda, burl., py... 
Ditto, 10 band parts 
Exile, opera, p y .m 
Fair Helen, opera, p v 
Fair Rosamond's Bower, burl., p y 10 

Fairyland, fairy play, p y 7 

False Alarms [Braham] opera, p y 2 
False Alarms [King] opera, p y ... 9 

Fanchette, operetta, p y 6 

Farmer, opera, p y 8 

Farmer, opera, p y 2 

Father nnd Son, drama, 6 band pts 5 
Held of Cloth of Gold, burl., p y...«0 
Ferciit ot Bondy, opera, p v ... 5 
Fortnnio, extrav., 9 band parts ...15 

Forty Thieves, opera, p y "8 

Fra Dinvola, burl., p y 20 

Ditto, 9 band parts 16 

Frankenstein, burl. 6 band parts ... 5 
Frederick the Great, opera, p y ... 4 
Gancm, vocal, 18 band purts ...15 

Gcraldine,p y... ^ ... 10 

Golden Fleece, song, "I'm still... 



6 



6 

6 





6 
6 


6 


6 
6 




« 


6 






... 1 

...10 
...10 
... 6 
... 8 
7 



1 

2 







6 
6 



flutter," py 
Graxiella, cantata, p y 
Guy Manncring, drama, p y 

Ditto, 6 band parts 

Happy Man, p v... 

IMtto, 10 band parts 

Hamlet, grave-digger's song and 

accom 

Hartford Bridge, opera, p y 
Harvest Home, pastoral cantatepv 10 

Haunted Mill, p v ^ 

Haunted Tower, comic opera, p v ' 
Haunted Tower, opera, p v . . 2 

He would be an Actor, full score . . 2 
Highland Lassie Ballet, 3 band pts. 8 

Higliland IJcel, opera, p v 2 

High Life below Stairs, song, "All 

in a Livery" 1 

House that Jack Bnilt, fhll score 10 
lU-treatcd Trovatore, p. y 16 

Ditto, 9 band parts .....«.«. .16 

HlustrlonA StT«ix\^cc,"^.'7. . * .. . '^ 

inv\ncib\e, TYve, q^tv^,'^. n 

lvaa\w>e, ^>\1T\. -y. y •-.-. . 

Ditto, ^\>Ki\^^«nft -^^ 

Izicn,p.T - •••*"*-v^ 

Ditto, ttVviA'BKcV* *• 





6/ 



6 

) 

6 

6 



6 




Q 



?> 



DxaoKimra oatalqqub. 



jMk Sbtpwd (•««■ Id) 1 ( 

lnant^WmBOiitDf.v.T. ....IS I 

Joui of Ar, bnri p. T. IS ( 

Joanof An,drBiiiA,4liu>dpArt«.. I 

■nittimtt,tiirl. P.T H ( 

JtSng AUM iBd tlic uke>.bnrl.p.T. 9 I 

Lid]rOoUn,r<>»l,uiill3 buidpts.M i 

PftlD.SbudpuU 10 ( 

USaDnmliiili[&]'noJliu[l is < 

DMo. Stand puts 10 ( 

UtOsBcaBMhic IIlWd,^T. .... I i 

Lmr of S LoTCT, p, T S t 

Lock and Kir, opers, p. *. "-i-" > < 

lMdL(mI,p.t. t < 



^ ■> di FSKliiitfaiB, I but ptrts . .. 

^■UeDt PtDtlopi, p. *. 

Pinl tut VlriilnK, open, p. t. 

FteiABit nm of CorioUT'.oiwriji.r. 

Pcnlli..larLp,T. 

UOTt [OouiKid] com. Dp. ftlll T.K. 



DrBii]i^« 



iperi, p. I. 



[^■lnsVU1ag»,p.r. t ( 

Um In ■ VDligt, opf rs, p.T 3 < 

[.on'a UdH, enbilc Dperi, p. T. — 1 ( 

Lnlw UiB Libonnr, S lupd pu-ti . . 1 < 

i(^en^lnBGil)',T.H!«eliSb.pbi.l» ( 



Lb TriTaiHe, p. t. 



lIifliDiaJuiE(it,p.T. '. 6 

lWdMMlUcpiB|aninB,p.aei)re.- i 

lUU uidlliiK^, [DjTDIi] kBti p.T. 10 

Dttto, ■ taiul puts IS 

lbUon)ni,inKn,p.T 6 

VtfdrfUieUlll,op«n.p.T „. 1 

Mm nUti HUkinc FiU (toagi I 

■tUHBarSlrntt.Bbiiidpwo. 



rine,Tha,flpan 1 

■ — ilnBooi^ in«ncMJfOU Kore 7 
I Jr. Rools [Ulai KmUbeJ p. t. » 



icil-t,'^>wid parti... 



UbwdporU IS i 

!auty[HIuKutliis]p.T. S 

ilalMHiP.*. .10 

IwIbi Swoinf, T. Be. apenlac ell ■ " 

;iit^r-!v Sacrifice. II blind park 

S « 



aign'- 




™*«x* aarnvej^j.. r. ........ a 



,OVttIMk«.i,,Vl 1 



BROTHER BILL AND ME" 



aCn ovljiiml ^mct, 



W ONE AGT. 



BT 



WILLIAM E. SUTER, Esq. 



AOTHOR OF 



**Sarah^8 Young Man,^* ^^ Quiet Family, ^^ ^' Olve me my Wife^^ 
^'JohnWoff^^'^ ''Bijk Volunteer,'^ ''My W\fe'a^Husband;' 



London: i Kv.w Xq\^.vl\ 



fiROTlBEEk BILL AKt> M& 



First performed^ August^ 1858. 



%J^Hg|y ^ ^^^^^^^^^t^^»^»^>^i^^^^^^^i»^^M^» 



([^mt\m. 



MR. ARCHIBALD NOODLE (.First Old 
Man) Mr. Fitzroy. 

MR. SIMON SQUIB {Second Loio Comedy) Mr. Robebts. 

WILLIAM WIGGLES (Light Comedy or 
Eccentric) Mr. BiLLiNoroir. 

BENJAMIN WIGGLES [First Low Comedy) Mr. J. L. TooLi. 
POLICEMEN 



MISS SERAPHINA NOODLE (Old Woman) Mrs. Garthwaitb. 
WILHELMINA NOODLE ( Walking Lady) Miss Alleksoit. 
MARTHA WIGGLES {First Sovhrette) ... Miss Euza Webb. 



(ffljtttmw— Modern. 



I 



BROTHER BILL AND ME. 



Scene. — Comfortable Apartment^ neatly funnshed. Donr^ 0.; 
doors, H. and \. ; tables^ chairs^ and so/a, i.. c; hreahfast tabky 
R.c, at u'hiclijare seated SKUAPnrNA, c, AVilhklmina, l. c, 
Mr. Noodle, l. of taoie, Sijion Squib, r. of tabic, 

WiLHEL. Nothing more, tliank you. aunt; I have made an 
excellent breakfast. 

Seraph. And you, Mr. Squib, have eaten nothing. 

SniON. And that is mucli more than I have lately taken, I 
assure you. Ileigho ! 

Seraph. Brother, any more coftee. 

Mr. N. No thank you, Scrry — T have had my usual five 
cups, {rising) and I never go beyond ; for even coffee should 
be taken in uKMleration. 

Slmon. {asidp, ri.iinr/) Oh, lord I he calls half a gallon of 
coffee a moderate dose ! 

Serapu. (calling) Martha ! fall come foi^ward) 

Enter Martilv, l. door, and takes away hreahfast things, L. door, 

I Sekapij. (r.) I am sorry, Mr. Squib, to see you always so 
melancholy. 

SiMOX. (r. C.) I am sickening for the mumps, I know I am. 
Mr. Noodle, you have used me shamefully. 

Mr. N. (l. c.) Bless me I what do you mean ? 

Simon. Don't you call yourself my father's friend ? 

Mr. N. Certainly— our friendship dates from boyhood. 

Simon. Didn't you write to him that you had a fascinating 
niece ? 

Mr. N. Well, was not that true ? 

Simon. Yes, but 

Mr. N. And he replied, that he had a most delightful son. 

Simon. Yes, 1 know— and that was true too: but didn't you 
also say that you were certain a mutual affection would arise 
between the two juveniles, if once they met ? 

Mr. N. And that is true too. 

Slmon. No, it isn't ; for I came to London, prepared to fall 
in love, and I did— for I found your niece a striking girl, but 
not at all struck with me ; and you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself, for bringing me to town under false pretences. 

WiLiiEL. (l.) Pray, Mr. Squib, do not be angiy with my 
uncle. I would love you if I could, but really 

Mk. N. (l. c.) She can't— that is, she — she — \i\ siv^tt.^ %W 
can't; but jou'il try, won't you, \^\\\y^ \w&\. \.c> ^^"sssfc ^^^ 
old Dunkey^who would so l\ke to fte^ XAvei ^aw^^^J^'^x ciS.\v\^ 
poor brother wedded to the boh oi \i\a o\^ imxv^. . ^ 

WiLHEL. (L.) Well, Mr. Bomb ^ivd tivnw^^ vavj >^ ^^^^'^ 
top; bat for the reai 
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Simon, (r.) Frientlahip I — pooht — 1 want love, and a good 
deal of it, &nd a woman's friendship is no Qsg — it's as intipid 
as a loin of veal without any stuffing. 

WiLiiEL. {laughing) DelightfiJ comparison ! 

StMON. I've got a rival Bomewhcra — I am eure of it ; and 
what's worse, he must be n very liaji'lsome and a remarkablj 
agreeable fellow, or else befoK this I should certainly hava 
cut him out. But, Cerosses, L. c.) Misa 'Wilhelmlna, don't let 
liim cross my path; for since I can't cut him out of your heart, 
bang me if 1 don't cut him out of the world 1 

WiLHEL, (l.) Sir, yoQ are becoming impertinent I (goes iip) 

Mr. N, (l. c.) Don't be mde, Simon : though I believe you 
are right, and that Willy has a predilection for somebody 
though she won't own it 

Simon, (l.) You ought to have discovered that befcre yon 
gent for me. Curse me, if it isn't one of the worst cases of 
swindling I ever met witli. 

Mb. N. Come, come, don't be angry ; you know well that I 
am most anxious to see you one of my family. My niece will 
not have you, so what say you to my sister here ? 

SiMOK. (starting) What! 

Mtt. N. She's an amiable creature. 

Sekaph. (h, c) Ohl (nmpmng) brother, how can you 
talk so! 

Mit. N. How she has.been Buffered to remain so long siugle 
is a mystery to me. 

Simon, (aside) It doesn't astonish me a bit. 

Mr. N, She is even now, I know, mo£t anxious to be married. 

Simon. That isn't at all unlikely. 

BERApn. (simpering) Ofa, brother, how can you say sol— yoa 
know that if inclined 

Mr. N. To be cure she ia no longer young. 

Sebafu, (indignantly) Brother! 

Simon. Young ! no, I shotild think cot : she is as old as mj 
grandmother, and not half so good looking. (SEiiAPUiNA/ouncM 
ahoul in a roffe) v 

Mr. N. Simon, Simon, I am ashamed of yon 1 and t insist 
that you instantly apologise, or — or — in short — apologise. 

Simon. Well, I— (wossm to c.) I didn't mean to hurt her 
feelings. 

Mr. N. (l.) Ttiere, there, Serry— von hear. 

Simon, (c.) And I hope you will excuse me, ma'am, for 
calling vou old. 

Mr. i^. JiciiJi gretri eoHsf action) There, there. 
Sfuoif, For wecan't help our years, and, after 8,11, 1 dare «w 
/»« flw not so old as you lock. (Seravbika shrvltu iu>A iJtMk* 
'*^ »r''^- *'-— W'l.WKLMIN-4, It., «ilitea«mialo«msoUl««r'i 
iWff. A^ OJit leoree thaa ever— wurso Oum cv«\ UoM-jw 
r'^"^' ^ir—hold your tongae! (SiMOS g(Mvp^ 
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Enter Martha, l. door. 

Oh, Martha, I have something to say to you — to you and to 
the new man-servant. Call him. 

Martha. What, Benjamm ? 

Mr. N. (c.) No, no. John ; you know I arranged to call him 
John, for to have a servant named Benjamin is not convenient; 
it — it — m short, it's not convenient. 

Martha.' (l. c.) No, nor it ain't convenient to him to do 
any Avork, and he won't — does nothing but talk about his 
brother IV.U. 

Mr. N. Bill! a low term] it — it — in short, it's vulgar. His 
references were good: we must give him a fair trial, and I dare 
say h* will improve. Call him. 

Martha, {calling as she goes) John ! — d'ye hear — John ! 

Exit, L. dooi\ 

Ben. {icilhout) There ain't no such individual in the place. 

Mr. N. Come here, sir. 

Enter Benjamin, l. do(yi\ 

Ben. Ah, you may call me sir ; that's more respectful. 

Mr. N. (c.) Once more, sir, let me tell you that your name 
is John. 

Bex. (l. c.) No it ain't — it's Benjamin. 

Mr. N. I insist that while in this house you answer to the 
name of John. 

15 EN. I'll try, but 'twill be very difficult. I once changed 
my dog's name from Pincher to lowser, 'cause 'twas prettier, 
but it was full three months afore he'd wag his tail at it. 

]\Ir. N. Now, be sure you remember that John 

Ben. Cleans Benjamin: but why not call me Ben? that 
would be sliort, and agreeable, and friendly and familiar-like 
between us. 

Mr. N. No, John. I am determined to — to — in short, John — 

Ben. Short John — very well. 'Tisn't every chap that get's 
his master to stand godfather to him. 

Mr. N. And you must not object if I tell you in advance 

Ben. Oh no — I shan't object to anything in advance, if it's . 
onlv a quarter's wages. 

Mr. N. Booby I 

WiLHEL. (r., aside, her eyes fixed on Benjamin) The likeness 
is amazing! 

Mr. N. Martha tells me you will do no work. 

Ben. Certainly not ; I haven't been used to it. 

Mr. N. Then why did you come here ? 

Ben. To try if tlio work would suit me. 

Mil. N. But you haven't tried the work. 
JiKs. No, but I've looked at it, and 1 se^ Vt ^CixiV^^V. ^.^^'^ 
with /we. 

Mit, N, Then, pray, sir, what induced you to w^vM V^^'^'^ 



■■fiorafes BiLi/A'yclta' 



Ben. I'll tell you ; yon see, brother Bill anil me 

Mr, N. No, no , never rnlnd that— yon ahal! have a week's 
fair trial, und if then— hut, 1 had forgotten— I have an iinpur- 
tant letler to write. I'll epeak to von and Martha presently. 
I shan't be long, I — I — in short, I Bhan't be long. Exit, E. rfoar, 

Simon, {hss come forward, L. — to Besjaiiix) Ha, lia, hal 
It Btrikes me that yon are a regular nondescript. 

Ben. Does it; and you looks to mo as if you was a little in 
that line yourself. 

WiLKEL. (r., oBi'de, her eyes still fixed on Benjamin) 'Tia 
perfectly bewildering, 

Ben, (l. c., aside, catching Wiluelmina'b eye) IIow that 
young lady ia & devouring of my pliizygognotny ; she's dis- 
coverred, perhaps, that I've seen better days, and admires me 
■ccordingfy. It seems to me as if I'd seen her somewhere afore. 
Thee, ehe a staring again, and I don't like it — it's wulgar. 

Eicit, L. door. 
er) IIow she fiicd her eyes on 
t be possible that he's my rival! 
If he was — (threatening — goes jyi) 

Seraph, (c.) Wilhelmina, my love, bow earnestly you fi 
your gaze on that young man. 

WlLHEL. (r. C.) Yea ; you have not forgotten that, 
months since, I went to Jlrs. Bonnceabout's cmViTe? 

Seraph. Certainly not ; for you confided to mo the secret 
that, on that evening, a gentleman danued himself into 3'0i.'~ 
good ^Bces, and you have, I am certain, been thinking of hii 
everamce; but, what then 

WiLiiKL. Why, my dear aunt 

Sehafh. Ah, 1 see ; that is the man, and he has assumed the 
character of a servant to 

WiuiEi.. Aunt, what can you be thinking of! The genlle- 
nan I danced with was tall and handsome, and this man 

Seraph. Eiaelly — do«e not at all answer the descripliou. 
Mydear, 1 beg your pardon. 

WlLKEt. But this John, or Benjamin, or whatever may be 
his name, is tlie perfect photograph of a person who was al 
that same party, and who appeared particularly intimate with— 

Seraph. The gentleman you danced with, as aforesaid — 
then, depend upon it, this friend — if ho it really be — is here to 

aiilSn Korao way Boraa sort of plot, and that you will st 

the — the gcnlk'man yon danced with. 



.. Uh I {piciifed) if I thought that— but, {crosKS, C.) 
him, and If poBsib' ' ^ • . . .. .. 

likeness: John I Mr. John I 



I will call him, and if poEsiblc, resolve my doubts ai to thk 



JEnlcr Benjamin, t. door. 
Sex. You're very poViln: butyoumeanRcQinmui- 
ffittfsi- fcj Service is new to you, 1 ttwiiVi 
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Ben. (l. c, aside) She's found it out. There's no concealing 
• one's natural dignity. 

WiLHEL. You have moved in a diflferent sphere ? 

Ben. Yes, and I've moved in a diflferent coat, for I can't 
move at all in this. The servant that purceeded me must have 
been a little 'un. 

WiLHEL. At Mrs. Bounceabout's, six months since 

Ben. {aside) Then that's where I seed her, when I was there 
with brother Bill. 

WiLHEL. There was a gentleman who danced in an extra- 
ordinary manner, and who, altogether, made himself very 
conspicuous. 

Ben. {aside) That was me ; when I goes out I likes to be 
somebody. 

WiLHEL. That same gentleman spoiled my new moire 
antique dress ; and, if I mistake not, you are he. 

Ben. No, I ain't, {aside) It won't do to own it now, or she'll 
stop that moses antique out of my wages, {aloud) Me, mum ! 
— no, mum, you've made a mistake, mum. I never would 
dance, and I never did go to no parties, f*? 

WiLHEL. {aside to Seraphina) He won't own it; but I 
feel almost certain that 

Seraph, (r. c, to Wilhelmina) My dear, you were wrong 

lo speak of the dress, because 

{they go up talking — Simon comes forwardj L.) 

Ben. (c.) That's the worst of going into society — one is sure 
to be recognized. 

Simon, (l., aside) All that whispering is very suspicious — 
he is only a slavey {fixing his eyes on Benjamin), and very 
ugly ; but there's no accounting for a woman's taste. 

Ben. {aside) Now, that chap's eyeing me — ^perhaps he's a 
going to recognize me now ! 

Simon, (l. c.) Have ^ou any reason to suppose that Miss 
Wilhelmina is in love with you ? 

Ben. (c.) It. wouldn't surprise me ; but it would be no use, 
for she's not my sort. 

Simon. Did you ever see her until you came here ? 

Ben. {aside) Now he's trying the pumping dodge, {aloud) 
Certainly not — ^never ! 'tisn't Ukely. {aside) It's very mean 
to make so much fuss about a moses antique ! 

Simon, {aside) No, no; it can't be this fellow, ^cdoud) 
John, you are awfully ugly ! 

Ben. Well, now, that s very odd. 

Simon. What? 

Ben. Why, that's just what 1 7Ta;5 l\v\TJfcv\\^ ^ws.\. -j^-^— ^^^ 
I didn't like to say it. We're a ^^Vc o^— ^'VvN.\A^Q\ssa >s^ ^ 
handBome does"— chaps : i£ -yoxx ^sli\V^ X.o v.^^ '!i^^'S>A?^ 
• Bbould look at my brother BilWyoxx ^^^^^^'^'^^^^o^^^ 
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Enter Mr. Noodle, k. door. 

Mr. N. Now, then, John. 
Ben. Benjamin — yes, sir. 
Mr. N. (c.) Silence ; — and Martha. Where is Martha ? 

Enter Martha, l. door, 

Martha. Here, sir. 

Mr. N. (c.) Good. Now observe both of you: a gentleman 
named Fitz-Gullemwill presently call — a good-looking, dashing 
individual; show him into this room, and treat him with the 
utmost deference. 

Martha, (l. c.) Yes, sir — certainly, sir. 

Ben. (l.) We'll be sure to treat him with indifference, sir. 

Mr. N. Deference, booby ! respect and 

Ben. Ah, that's what I've always been used to; 'cause, you 
see, brother Bill and me 

Martha. Go along, stupid I ^ 

Goes off, L. door, pushing Benjamin before her — SeraphinA 
and Wiliielmina advance, R. — Simon comes down, L. 

Mr. N. Now, ladies, that jou are fortified with a good break- 
fast, I will tell vou that, which if revealed to you while fasting 
might perhaps have harrowed up your vitals. 

Seraph. Oh! I am all agitation! 

Mr. N. Last night, returning towards home about half-past 
ten o'clock, and making my way down an obscure street to 
shorten my road, I suddenly came upon a spectacle which almost 
froze me with horror. 

WiLiiEL. (r. c.) You terrify me, uncle ! what was it ? 

Mr. N. Two little boys fighting — extremely little boys. 

Seraph. It was indeed a hojrid spectacle. 

Simon. A pair of spectacles you mean, ma'am. 

Mr. N. My natural feeling of humanity urged me on, and 
I broke through the crowd, and rushed to separate the juvenile 
combatants. I felt like a lion — was blind to all danger ; when 
suddenly my hat was knocked over my eyes, my coat nearly 
torn from my back, and my watch snatched from my fob. 

WiLUEL. Oh, uncle ! 

Simon. Yes, miss, (sighing) undo has got it before this, 
BO doubt. 

Mr. N. At that moment a voice exclaimed, ''Here comes a 
crushei^" 

Seraph. 

WlLHE] 

SiMON, A'what-er? 
Mn. N. Crusher, /discovered, is the vulgar title for policeman, 
Om\'e.<!. Oh I 
Mii. :N. J hud /i/st extended my jaws to vocv^vitvxV.^ vwwvvVviT, 
^nen another voice near mo e xcl aimed, " ^Wt uy vAvX^OiW, 
^Gsyoitr ticker-^ I have taken it from t\ve vaftc^X-^ ^^ 



!"• I A crusher I 

EL. j 
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gentleman of imposing appearance thrust my watch into my 
hand and was hurrying away, but I followed and held him fast. 
I begged to know his name. " Fitz-GuUem," he said ; 1 gave 
him my card — " A. Noodle, 95, Spooney Street." — expressed 
my eternal obligations, and received from him a solemn promise 
that he would this morning call upon me. 

Simon. And you really believe that he will come, {aside) 
He's the softest old chap I ever did see. 

Mr. N. But, his noble courage could not save my property, 
for after shaking hands warmly with Mr. Fitz-Gullem, I 
walked quickly home, and on arriving, found I had no watch. 

Simon. Ah, that is, you found it was lost. 

Mr. N. Yes, no doubt I had been followed, and when I had 
no longer the protection of my generous friend, my watch was 
again stolen — never again to be restored to me. 

Simon. The rascals watched for you, ha, ha, ha. (aside) It's 
quite clear to me that Mr. Fitz-Gullem is a thief. He won't 
come here, or, if he should, I'll go at once and give notice to 
the police. Exit c. d. to L. 

Mr. N. Ah, Willy, if you would only, to oblige me, fall in 
love with Mr. Fitz-Gullem, he is more worthy of you than 
Mr. Squib. 

WiLHEL. Uncle, really, you 

Mr. N. {crosses^ r.) Well, well, come this way both of you, 
because I — that is I — I — in short — come this way. 

Exit R. door ^ followed hy the Ladies. 

ElnUr Martha, c. door from l., showing i?i William Wiggles. 

Will. My dear, you overwhelm me with politeness, you are 

really too polite — {aside) in fact, so d d polite that I can't 

make out what she is up to. 

Martha, (r. c.) I was ordered by my master to pay you 
every attention {curtseying) he said you would come this morning. 

Will. Did he though? {aside) and how the devil should he 
know that, {looking about) Where's Ben, I wonder ? 

Martha. You need not tell me your name, for I at once 
recognized you from wluit master said — a tall handsome man. 

Will. Yes, certainly, that is exactly my description — 
{aside) Ben has been giving it to his governor, T suppose. 

Martha. So I'll run and let Mr. Noodle know that you 
are here. 

Will. No, no, there's no occasion for that ; he might be 
angi-y. 

AIartiia. Angry I why, bless you, sir, he is dying to see yoiL, 

Will, la he ] (aside) Ben must \\ave b^etv cotojitv^Sx. ^\xwn%^ 
US usual, about me; (aloud) but, iut\\(ii\t&\.^\a.c^,TCv.^ ^^"ax^V^^"^ 

tfJJ 

Martha. Yes, sir, Til tell him direetXy . ^vuns off^^^^^^ 
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fleuce tiaa Ben been up to? 1 wrote to say lliat I should caB 
mid see him to-day, atid no doubt lie Itns been teHing hii 
governor, aa he does everybody, lliiit liis brother Hili is a most 
wonderful (fflft^; but evan ibc truth, wc huow, Bboiild not at 
all times be spoken. * ^'" 

E/iler JIautha, k. tlooi: 
Martiia, Hero is master, air. Ej^il, L. door. 






Mr. Noodle nishet on, fi, door, and embraces Wili 

Mit. N. My dear sir— my brave pre hc I've v—ivplnome I 
thousand times vreicome I 

Will. (l. c, asitle) Says I'm weicome. He makes h 
very free, I think. 

Mr, N. I should scarcely have known you again ; yon 
%0 different to — to — in short, you look different. 

Will, (osufe) Saysl look different. What « Ue up to' 

Mb, N. But to bo sure it was night, and the great coat yon 
wore, and the wrapper which alm^t concealed your face — But 
oevieT mind that ; permit me agiviu to thank you. 

Will, {aaida) Wliat for, I wonder? for wearinga great coat 
and a wrapper, I suppose — not that I ever lio wear a wrapper. 

Mr. N. WOidd you believe it — when I returned hom'e last 
night, my watch had gone, and no doubt for ever. 

Will. Was it, really ? Well, it must be a capital watch 
that would go for ever. 

Mr. N. Ho, ha, ha 1— good 1 — 1— really— I— in short, it's — 
it'a good! Yon saved me last night from robbery and msl- 
tretilment. 

Will. The devU I did 1 

Mr. N. Of course. Surely you know I am the individual 
that — you cannot doubt ray identity. 

W^ILL. FoTw identity? certainly not. (oMde) 'Tis my ovni 
that I am rather dubious about. 

Mil. N. I gave you my card, and am, I assure you, A. Noodle. 

Will. On, you're a noodle I — '|ion my soul, I believe von. 

Mk. N. You may. A. sliort lor Ardiibald— A. Noodle ; • 
man who baa themeans and would be delighted to be of service 
to you : BO speak, my dear Mr. Fitz-Oullera, and 

WiLi,. What !— who I 

Mit N. Corae, come ; a true hero \e, I know, always modett; 
but — are you a single man? My niece has a snug fortune; 
yoa shall marry her. 

Will, Thank you, A. Noodle. 

Jtf«. N. Yet perhaps — And ibere's my sister, she is rich; if 
jva like you shaU marry her. 

TKfLL. (miite) rii.il's two! He's trying Io\mA me aAi * 
iiiet cme nf bignmv. 

-*/«. iW. Or there's our iluineslic, Martlva-, a ittoioftVSvYst 
^^pntpei-ty awhile wgo.aud, if youcbooBe,vottsW\\«i»xfj\«TO 
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Wiix. (aside) That's three ! This old fellow must he one 
of the Mormons — mistakes me for somebody else ; but 1 must 
explain, and 

Mr. N. Now, come along, and I'll introduce you to my sister 
and to my niece. ^ 

Will. Sir, you really must excuse me, but 

Mr. N. {taking hold of him) No I won't I Come along ! 

Will. But I waopt to tell you that I am 

Mr. N. I know you are — my brave and generous preserver! 
{embracing him) 

Will, [angnly) Be quiet ! you are a noodle ! 

Mr. N. a. Noodle — yes, I know I am. Come along, {drag- 
ging him) 

Will. A. Noodle, I tell you you are a noodle. 

Mr. Noodle drags William off, r. door, 
*,' 

Enter Martha and Benjamin, l. door. 

Martha. Now, Mr. Ben — John — this won't do. Do you 
intend to keep on doing nothing? 

Ben. Certainly, untill am tired of it, and then I shall goto bed. 

Martha, (r. c.) Well, you have plenty of cool impudence 1 

Ben. (l. c.) Of course I have ; I have been used to good 
society — ^I am a gentleman what has seen better days. You 
•ee, brother Bill and me 

Martha. Hold your tongue; for if your brother Bill is at all 
like you 

Ben. But he isn't — everybody says he is a great deal better 
looking — ^not that I could ever see that myself; certainly his 
is a different style of beauty, and he is a different sort of ^llow 
altogether to me. 

Martha. I should hope so. 

Ben. He was always sharp, I wasn't — stuck to his learning, I 
didn't ; so he got rewarded and I got walloped ; and when the 
holidays came, he used to go home loaded with prizes and 
marks of good conduct, and I used to return covered with 
marks of the birch. 

Martha. Don't be indelicate. 

Ben. How do you mean. I said coveredy didn't I? I didn't 
mention any particular part, did I ? 

Martha. Oh, no more refinement than a cow, or a whale. 

Ben. a wailj bless you, I was all over wails. Then you 
Bee, poor old mother died, and left us some property. Tiicn 
Bill says to me, " Ben," says he, *' we've been brouglit up to 
nothing, what shall we do now ?" TVi^xvl ^vj^^^^'-^VcvN. ^^v^^^^ 
been brought up to, of course." ^o ^e «^a.xv^^^ '*\x\>;S^\'^ 
me iDto genteel society. " Stick lo rd^;' ^^^^\^^^ a Jt 
make your fortune." So 1 never \%ft. \v\m ^A\S. V^X^^^-^^^^ 

Martjia. And now you Ka^e come to %«t^V5^^ 
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Ben. Yes, me ; but not brother Bill. He has got notions 
above that sort of thing, and is quite certain, somehow or other, 
to make his fortune yet ; and if he does, I am all right, for 
he'll take good care of me. 

Martha. In the meantime, how does he live? 

Ben. First rate ; he has made bo many friends that he is 
able to choose his quarters. ^ 

Martha. But nobody invites you. 

Ben. No, and that's what puzzles me; for wherever we went, 
people used to notice me a good deal more than they did Bill. 

Martha. You make me quite curious to see tms brother 
of yours. 

* Ben. Well, he'll be here to-day, and then you'll see a fine 
handsome fellow ; but you'd never guess we was brothers. 

Martha. Certainly not if he at all answers your description. 
He hasn't much sense though, or he would not have squandered 
all your money away. I shall never do so with mine. 

Ben. Yours ? 

Martha. Yes; I hare lately had a good bit of property 
left me. 

Ben. Have you, really, Miss Martha Muggles ? — hem, it's 
very odd I didn't observe it before, but you are an uncommon 
pretty girl. 

Martha. 1 have been told so often. 

Ben. {ankle) Ah, I am always a day after the fair, (aloud) 
But, if you are a young lady of fortune, how is it you remain 
in service? 

jMartha. Because Mr. Noodle sheltered me when I was a 
poor destitute girl, whom nobody would own, and has been a 
father to me ever since. 

Ben. Um, ah, perhaps he has 

Martha. Has what ? 

Ben. Been a father to you. Perhaps he was from the very 
first. 

Martha. What I no, sir, my father was a 

Ben. Oh, if you know who he was, that settles it. 

Martha. And I have promised Mr. Noodle never te leare 
him till I am married. 

Ben. Not till you are married I Ah, well, that's odd; I 
promised him the same thing, 'Twould be droll if we should 
both leave toscethcr, wouldn't it? 

Martha. AVhat do you mean? 

Ben. Why, you see, you are a unmarried spinster, and I am 
a single l»/if;h{Odore. 
Mai:tiia. And so yon may remam, for aWl csixe. 
r/i^^'^' ^^^ you won't have me. "VYeW, l\\en, maiTt^ >Qito\\v« 
f///, niifl that will be .aJl the same ; becawse, vou a^,\itox\i«t 
// /?//</ mo 

^fAjrriiA. do aloog, you fool. Pushtu Mm o|r,\*. door 
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Enier William, r. €iom\ 

Will. I can't stand it. 1 chali bo kicked out when Noodle 
discovers I am not his champion, Fitz-GiTllem. And yet, 
after all, I do not mis-represent myself, 'tis he that mis- 
represents me, and will not give me a chance of explaining. - 
He wanted to introduce me to his sister, and his niece, and 
then I ran away, and now shall run out of the house, and look 
out for another opportunity to see Ben 

Noodle runs orij r. door. 

Mr. N. My dear Fitz-Gullem ! 

Will, (aside) Oh, hang Fitz-Gullem. 

Mr. N. Why did you leave me so abruptly ; my niece is, I 
assure you, a charming girl, though I am afraid her affections 
are beyond your reach. But my sister is delightfully affable, 
and 

Will. Your sister 1 (aside) Oh, lord ! 

Mr. N. And ei^tirely disengaged. 

Will. I am sorry to hear it. 

Mr. N. Sorry ! you mean glad — think what an opportunity 
for you. Seraphina is my junior — considerably. 

Will. Ah, indeed. 

Mr. N. Nearly three years. 

Will. Oh. 

Mr. N. And is, upon my honor, a charming creature. 

Will. /«, you mean, was, about fifty years ago. 

Mr. N. And has a fortune of ten thousand pounds. 

Will. Oh, then I agree with you, A. Noodle, she is a charming 
creature. 

Mr. N. (r. c.) So win her, my boy, and wear her. 

Will. (l. c.) Wear her. (aside) Well one comfort, she must 
soon wear out. 

Mr. N. She is hale and hearty, of the right material to last. 

Will. Warranted to wash well, eh — though a little frayed 
by time. 

Mr. N. Ha, ha, capital, it — i4 — in short, it's— it's capital. 

Will, (aside) 'Tis all the same to me now, so as there's 
money in the case 

Mr. N. AVhat say you, my dear Fitz-GuUem ? 

AVill. (aside) Oh lord, 1 had forgotten that 1 was Fitz 
Gullem ; well, it won't do to throw a good chance away, and 
as he insists upon it, I'll oblige him, and continue, until found 
out, the noble Fitz-Gullem. 

Mr. N. (C7'ossi?f{/j l.) But first, TW. ox^^it ^C!>xw5i\vilx^>^K£s\K^. 

Will, (n. ast'd^'i) And perhaps "BeiiWv\i\iWv% \\,\ ^vwV>&.V^ 

^eee me here before I have exp\amed iika.\.l«^^^^^^:«S^°^"i^'^ 
ame will be ended before it begma. 
Mb. N. (cUl. dooTy caUinQ) 3oVm\ ^oVmh 
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TV'iLL. (n., atide) John, then 'tis all right, nnd I Bbaii'l tee 
Btii at present, {aloud, advancing la C.) A!i, yes, A. Noodle, 
rufrcKhment by aU means. 

Mr. N. (l. c.) John, dy'e hear, sir— John 1 

Enter Benjamin, l, door. 

Ben. Tou mean Benjamin, you know, hut never m 

Will, [oairfe, etagga-ing hmk to b.) Ben. murder! 

Ben. (itarlmg) Wlmt, Bill ! lord, old follow, (croi 
ain't I gla<l to see you. (Willlym tnakes signs to Mm) 'Wkat 
are yon winkbg about ? iiave you got aometblng in your eye? 
why don't you speak to me in your usual ftffectionate nw " 

Will. (Mide to Ben) I'll break your infernal neck I 

Ben. Ah, that'e it, thnt's the way 1 like to hear you tstk. 
(to Mn. Koodle) he's -very fond of me, sir,— always exerting 
himself in my beliaU; many a good whacking he has given me, 
I asBure you. 

111!. N. (firouing, C.) Why, what is the the fellow talking 
abont? - 

WiM.. (R. c.l Haven't tjie Bmallest idea. 

Ben. (l. c.} Brother Bill's a rum chap, ain't he, sir? 

Mr. N. (c.) Blockliead ! What do I know about vour 
brotbe/Bill? 

Bek, Oh, you can't talk to liim long without Gndtng out 
whnt sort of stuff he is made of. 

Mr. N, Wiy, where should I talk to him? 

Ben. 'Whero ! why here; what didn't you know, thii is my 
brother Bill. 

Will, (k., aahie) Confound him ! but I won't be flurried, 

Mh. N. (c.) What doEi he mean ? 

Will. That's a pUEzler; I have only one observation to 
make, he amellB remarkably strong of liquor. 

Mr. N. {shrinking frmn Ben) I perceive it, even at this 
distance ; go aviay, fellow, you are drunk. 

Ben. (l. c.) iHunsensi! ! it ain't possible I should beswi[iejr, 
when you only allows small beer. 

Mr. N. (c.) And I insist that you instantly apologize to 
Mr. Fil7-r.nllem. 

Bk.m. Wlio's he ? and what liave I done to him ? 

Mi:. N, Tliis. sir, is Mr. Fita-Gullom. 

11i;n. tiel. 0"!, it's Bill Wiggles, my brother Bill ; you see, 
brother Bill and me 

Will. Jn.) A. Noodle,this fellow is becoming oU'tufive, Wb*, 

and what is he, for I never saw him before in all my hfit? 

Bkk. What, Bill! do you dieown me— jow owti Wfully i 

ffffforten brother! — yon don't mean it. I 

n'JLL. (It.) Go awayl (crOMM (o C.) 1 ioiOiVwu* fw— [ 

nnff ane/sAal-itig him)— I don't know you. tjclewvna » *M 
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Ben. (t. c.) It's his werry shake — and after such evidence 
as that, you'd try to persuade me that you are not my brother. 

Will, (c.) Go, or I shall kick you. 

Ben. Of course you will — that's the regular rotation ; first 
you swears, next you, shakes, and then you kicks! Don't 
disown me, Bill — think how fond we've always been of one 
another — think of brotherly love, and the many times you've 
punched my head ; — and if I thought you was never to crack 
my skull any more, I should break my heart — I know I should. 

1| {whimpering) 

Will, {aside) Poor Ben I but I'll make it up to him by- 
and-bye. {aloud) My dear A. Noodle, this fellow is not right 
— in fact, his head is all wrong. I understand such cases 
perfectly well, and, I assure you, that he is a dangerous maniac. 

Mr. N. (r. c.) Bless me, yes, so he is ; — how he stares with 
his eyes — that is, he — ^he — in short, he stares ! 

Ben. (l. c, wJdmpering) Bill ! won't you own me ? Bill — 
{sJumting) -Bill ! (Mr. Noodle jumps ha4k) 

Will, (c.) Don't be frightened, A. Noodle — I'll manage him. 

Mr. N. Don't drive him to violence — try the soothing 
system. 

Will. I will, (to Benjamin) You ugly, cross-grained, 
stupid ass 

Ben. {pleased) That's right ! go on, Bill — ^he's a ownin' on 
me now. 

Will. I know nothing about you — never before saw, or 
heard of vou. 

Ben. Oh, I must be out of my senses ! 

Will. Of course you are. You see he owns that he is mad. 

Mr. N. Yes, yes ; poor fellow — poor fellow ! 

Will. And now, unhappy lunatic, begone I Never again 
presume to claim me as your brother, or terrible will be the 
consequence. 

Ben. I see how it is — now you have spent all my money, 
you are ashamed of me ; won't know me, 'cause I'm a flunkev! 
You're a upstart, Bill — you always was I When we was only 
little 'uns, you always used to crow over me — we never played 
at ring-taw, that you didn't smug all my marlows — and when- 
ever I bought anything nice, you used to eat it — and I says ijt 
once more again, you're a upstart ! {crossing quickly to c.) 
Mr. Noodle — (Mr. Noodle retreats to r. corner) — I'll explain 
the matter, (c.) You sees, brother Bill and me 

Will. (l. comer) Get out — ^go and lie down I 

Ben. (c.) Isays it again, you're a \ip?»ta.xl,'\^^\ ^A^V^sc^ 
yon are alone by yourself, then, iu yoxtt «.o\\\.v\x^ \<\<^\sw^^s^'s»^ 
remember my solemn words — ^BilW, vo\i?t^ % \m«X^x\.\ 

^'^ ^aUilka off ,^;v^ 

Wtll. Feiy mad, indeed ! but dorft\3ft«^»xtsx^^,>^-^^^'^ 
be IB not at present dangerous. 



Mr. N. 
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Mr. K. [b. c.) I hope not — dear, rtear, how horrible 1 Shad 
I order the carriage, and have him taken to Bedlam ? 

Will. (l. C.) Not at present, (nside) Poor Ben! that 
would be coming it too strong, {ahud) Fear notliing, A. 
Moodlo ; though tolerably boiateronB, he is perfectly harmlesB. 

Mk. N. Well, vrell, I rely on you; eituse me a moment, I 
moBt ran to my Bister, and — a mad footman — very disagree- 
able— it — it — in sliort, it's— it's disagreeAble ! 

{toddUi of, B. door) 

Enter Mahtha, l. door. 

Uartha. Oh, sir, whatever have you been doing to Beii — 
John, I mean? 

Will. I have been doing nothing to Ben-John ; but, us- 
Iiappily, Ben-John is craz^T 

MARTHA, (l, c) If I didn't think so — for wben I R»ked him 
what was the matter, " Go along," aiys he, " you're a upaiart !" 
Poor fellow t and I was begmaing to take quite a liVing to 



Will. (r. c.) Were you real!, . {aside) This id the affluent 
domestic, and uncommonly pretly, too I 

Mabtha. Wliat has driven him to his unhappy state ? 

Will. He didn't state; hut I have reason to believe that 
love, which, sometime or other, tumu us all topsy-turvy 

Martha. La, sir, love has never turned me topsy-turvy. 

Will, Then you are lucky. 

Hartua. But who is he in love with ? 

Will, Eh — why — hem — a female I When I say " female," 
I mean, a. woman ; and when I say " a woman," I mean, a 
lady — a lady high in the world — and as he dwells in the 
kitchen, of course she iS' beyond his reucli. 

Martda. Oh, dear ! — and I really thought he was in love 
with me. 

Will. You are, then, tuixioua to be loved ? 

Martha, Yes— but for myself alone. 

Will. Exactly; — perish the wretch who would court yoo 
only for your money!— Yon have some property, I believe? 
{ghe node) Ah I perish the wretch — - Of eourpu you wouldn't 
maist on your property bein^ sutlled on yourself .' 

Martha, Ceitalnly not, sir, 

Will, Quite right ; — why should you fi 
money to one to whom younad cootided ihal farm 
treasure— your heart ? 

Martha. My sentiment eiactly. 

IVii^. And A Doble sentiment it is. Stts-Vi, I lova von 
Majiti/a. My name, sir, is Martha. _ 

»'i.r^ Of Course. I kaovr it U. MaitVia.laioie-soU. 
^*s^A. La, girl you are joking. ,^ i 

"'/~t. Jokingt—ao; serioua — wrioi>»asaM.«ttoa:»v, Niwil 
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would be ! lind to iuch charms ! Mine is no mercenary love ; 
and were ycu wcrth forty thousand pounds instead of — hen\ — 
instead of — — 

Martha. Four hund? ed. 

Will. Instead of the !:uni aforesaid, my love would be all 
the same, (aside) Four hundred's devilish little though, {aloud) 
Do you think you can love me ? 

Martha. I don't know till I try. 

Will. And will you try ? 

Martha. Well, I'll think about it — ^I'll try to try. 

Will. And when shall we be married ? 

Martha. Gracious ! we must love one another first. 

Will. And is it possible that \ ou do not already love ine V 
Can you have failed to appreciate this figure ? — I'll not believe 
it : but do not doubt that you are dear to me — there are many 
reasons why I should adore you. 

Martha. Many reasons ? 

Will, {aside) Four hundred, (aloud) Yes, you are lovely, 
virtuous, and in want — — 

Martha. What? 

Will. Of a husband. 

Martha. Oh, well, sir, I shall consider your proposal. If 
Ben had »ot lost his senses — ^though you are much better 
looking than Ben 

Will. I flatter myself. 

Martha. And you are a gentleman, and master's friend — 
and so I'll — I'll consider of it. (aside) And now I'll go and 
see if poor Ben is any better. Exit^ L. door. 

Will. Number One is booked — and a devilish pretty girl 
Number One is. Four hundred pounds though — to sell myself 
for that ! — sell ! — pooh — 'tis giving myself away. 

Enter Seraphina Noodle, b. door» 

Seraph. Brother — oh, I beg pardon — really — Mr. Fitz- 
Gullem, I believe. 

Will, (starting) Oh, pardon me ! (aside) This is the drome- 
dary, with ten thousand pounds on her back ;— she's an awful 
guy, but 

Seraph. AVliy do you start, sir? 

Will. Why ? — Oh, rapture and raspberry jam I — such ele- 
gance ! — such beaut V ! (she simpei^s) — I never saw anything 
like you in all my li^ — (aside) and, 'pon my word, I never did. 

Seraph. Oh, sir, don't— pray don't 1 

Will. Make your mind easy, ma?a.xtv— V^civJIX.. ^^^ "^^^ 

lovely creature often thousand pouxvOis*— eXvtVtvcvfe A '^^^^'S^^*7, 

your presence— ohf madam — I assuxe >fO\i^ ^V^^ ^sv^\. vA ^^ 

qmte upsets me ; I feel in a state tVvat, '^o^^^'^^^T'i'^ jS* 

i»at ADjrbow-^m short, nohow ; 1 i^e\ ba '^^ \\^»«^ \on«o^ 
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many yeara — full ten thonsand ; a heavy weight ia on ray heart 
— in fact, a ten tliousanil pound weiglit. 

Seraph, Oh, eir. may 1 believe 

Will, Wiatever you thiiik proper, my ancient angel. 

Sebaph. Sir! 

Will. Angelic, I mean. Will you be mine ?— don't apeik, 
but come to my arms 

Seraph, {sinking into his arms) Oh, Mr. Fiti-Gullera 1 

Wtll. Oh, Miss Noodle ! 

Sesaph. HeoUy, the Bensaticiii of this moment 

Will. Very delighlful, no douht; but yours is but one 
sensation, wliile I have ten thousand. Misa Noodle, one elmste 
salute to bind the bargain. 

SERiPii. Oh, sir! 

WlIlL, (aside, having kissed ha; and making a lary/aee) Ugh, 
that's worth all the money ; ho-wever, I have got her. Mnmber 
Two is booked and Number One floored. 

tiERAPH. Oh, Mr. Fitz-Gullem, you will never suffer another 
to rival me in your love ? 

Will. There's no knowing wliat may happen ; but at 
present the odds are greatly in your favor— ten thousand to 
four hundred. 

Seraph. Oh, Sir. Fiiz-Gullem, I'm yoiira for ever. 

Will, (aside) Her for ever can't lost long, that's 
fort, {la her) Your baptismal appellation is 

Sehapu. Seraphina — and yours 

Wux. William, 

Sesapu. {extending her aiiiut) William 1 

Will, (ditto) SerspLitial (they embrace) 

Enter BENJAMIN, E. door, and tUtrtit—they see i 

Beh. (l. c.) Bill, you're a upstart, and you're b 
Not content with doing nie out of my young wonian, 
wanls to commit bigamy with the old 'un. 

Seraph, (r.) Mr, Fit z- On II em, what docs the fellow n: 

Ben. Filz-Gullcm !— Fitx-humbug. 

Will, He does'ut know what he means, ho ia mad— 

EtUer Mr, Noodle, h. door. 
Mr. N, Oh, dear, (e. eomer) The lunalic here again^ 
L Will, (c.) Yes, A. Noodle, and in a fearful slate- - 

I be foams at the mouth. 
I Say. (L. c\) None of your jrtw, Bill, Btr, Noodle, UroMiaa 

» io c^iBKAPUmA anclMJi. ^(^ntlLF., «,— \iJi\,u\'tt,\,^ WaX 

* miia a right to c/aim his brotlior ? 
L. Mr. N. (n. coma) ^'cs, yce, my goort tcWoi- ^w*"^^ 

roar broiler, ofcotirso— a nHtural , ,, . -.^ J 

^Sear. (o.;} ifo, aot • natural brother, \i>il * wi \eBRt(^ 
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buffspring. Well, that's vAy brother— my brother Bill. Oh, 
you blackguard ! 

Will, (l.) A. "',^udle, have you such a thing as a straight 
waistcoat ? 

Ben. My waistcoat is straight enough, and I don't want 
any other. 

Will. You must have a very straight waistcoat, for your 
mind is remarkably crooked. If you wanted a brother, could 
you claim none but me, you ill-looking specimen of humanity? 

Ben. What? {starts violently — Mr. Noodle and Seraphina 
huddle together in R. corner) Bill, you're a upstart. Disown 
me, will you — very well, then I won't own you — you're not my 
brother Bill. 

Will. There, you hear, A. Noodle — a slight interval of reason. 

Mr. N. Yes, yes, poor fellow. 

Seraph. Oh, he so terrifies me; take him away and shave 
liis head. 

Ben. What should they do that for ? If I was bald, you 
wouldn't lend me your wig, {she screams) 

Will. Be off, you villain, or I'll murder you. 

Ben. Ah, do ; complete your hinfamy. Kill your brother, 
and be hanged for infanticide. 

Mr. N. Oh, very mad — very mad, indeed. 

Ben. I won't be trampled on no longer. I'll shew you I'm 
a man — a man, old Noodle ! Bill — I says it again — you're a 
upstart. Marry that old judy there, if you like. (Seraphina 
screams) But Martha's my' object ; she's a nice gal; she's got 
some money. I'll marry her, and then — speak to me if you 
dare. One brother to disown t'other brother — but I won't 
have it ! 

Will. Secure him ! 

Ben. Keep off I Bill, you're a upstart. Noodle, you-'re a 
ass. I'm afraid of nobody. I feels strong enough to knock 
the house down, and so, here goes. 

Strides aboutj upsetting chairs and tahleSy throws sofa pillow 
at Seraphina, who screams and runs off, r. door — ham- 
mers Noodle, who crawls under sofa— pitches into 
William, who tries to seize him^ then making his way to c. 
dooTy is met by Simon — throws another pillow athis head, up- 
sets him J and rushes off, cdoor to L., followed by William. 

V. Martha runs on, l. door. 

Simon, {on ground) Murder- fire — thieves ! 
Martha, (c.) Oh! please, Mr. Noodle, don't kill poor Ben— 
John, I mean. 

Mr, N. (crawling from under sofa) ^\ssi, ieYLcrN\^xvivs\%\fia^'^ 
a conSraied, horrible lunatic I 

Martha, (r. c.) I don't think be is amt^x\^% i^^^*^^^"^ 
msjsts that Mr. Fitz-GuUem is lu» bxoi^et ^m. 
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Mk. N. (l. c.) Unhappy wretch ! But, Martha, put the 
room to rights. 

Martha, (looking aibont) Oh, goodness! — he has turned the 
furniture upside down. 

Simon, (c, at hack, sifting on floor) And put the live stock 
wrong end upwards, ■coming forward^ R. c.) But wliat was it 
that girl said about Mr. Fitz-Gullem? 

Mr. N. (c.) That was the brave and r bl .'*j11ow you saw 
scampering after that wretched maniac. 

Simon, (r. c.) Was it. (aside) Curse his impudence ! (aloud) 
And that new servant of yours 

Mr. N. As I told you, mad, and claims Mr. Fitz-Gullem as 
his brother. 

Simon. Does he. (aside) Confederates, of course. 

Martha, (l. c, having arranged cJmfii'Sj d-c.) There, that's 
better. And now I'll go and see if poor Ben is wor.<e. 

Exit, c. door, 

Mr. N. Simon, that maniac must be secured. 

Simon. Oh I I'll secure 'era both, never fear ! 

Mr. N. Both ! AVliat do you mean ? 

Simon. Oh, nothing— only 

Mr. N. Get a very strong straight waistcoat for the madmaDi 
and then 

Simon. I will — and bind him to a chair. 

Mr. N. You wjll r>nc.c] a^^f-Htprirn 

■:SiMON. All ri^ht. (aside) And then I'll secure Mr. Fitz-Gullem- 

E7itev William, c. door, down c. 

Will. I chuscd the poor lunatic all over the liouso, and lost 
him, until attracted by your sister's screams, I found that he 
had rushed into her bed room; and after sUakin<r licr violently, 
he seized her favourite tabby, and hurled it out of window — 
then again bolted down stairs and into the coal-hole, in which 
lively receptacle I have now secured him. 

Mr. N. (l.) You hear, Simon. By-thc-bye, this is Mr. Fitz- 
Gullem. Mr. Fitz-Gullem 

Will, (c.) That will do, A. Noodle, (to Simon) I hope, sir, 
we shall become better acquainted. 

Simon, (ii.) AVe shall, sir, you may rely on it — (aside) — 
and sooner than you expect, Mr. Fitz-Gullem. Exit, c. ditor. 

Mii. N. (L. c.) 1 have arranged that the madman will trouble 
us no more. 

Will. (<;.) How do you mean ? 

Mji. N. J will explain presently. I will now run and comfort 
poor Sernphina. (crosses to R.) A mai\\\v.v\v \\\ \.\\e Aow?.^, Wt. 
^Jtz-Gullem, is i;ot j)ieasant — it — It— \u s\u>y\.,\\?s i\vA \A^ft»a.\\\.. 

KjcU, w. dooT. 

^fLL. (c.) What has A. Nooaic ana\\g;viv\ lo AoVvvVv V-wi 
homier, ru not have him iU-usc«V 1V>ot \\^xx\— ^V««v 
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have tirmit secured the elderly Miss Noodle . and her ten 
thousand, 1 shall soon make it right with him. 

Enter Wiliielmina, r. door, 

WiLHEL. What could mean that dreadful noise, {seeing 
William) Good heavens ! 

Will. (l. c, starting) Good gracious ! — the lady that 

AViLHEL. (r. c.) The gentleman that I saw at 

Will. Mrs. Bounceabout's. {going to her) Oh, charming 
angel, who walked into my heart while dawdling through a 
polka — and do I behold you once again ! You know I love 
you — you, and only you — never loved anybody but you — ^must 
have you, or I'll forthwith hang myself on a yew tree. 

WiLHEL. Will you f But certainly your having sought me 
out is a proof that 

Will. Sought you — eh ! yes, of course, (omfe) She may as 
well believe so. 

W^ilhel. (r. C.) And for yoixv friend to gain admittance to 
this house, in the assumed cliaracter of a servant, was really 
an admirable stratagem. 

Will. (l. c.) Friend! — eh! — ah, ah! {aside) That's Ben. 

WiLHEL. I recognised him at once. 

Will, {surprised) What ! you know then who he really is ? 

WiLHEL. Certainly. 

Will. Oh! 

WiLHEL. The eccentric gentleman that was with you on the 
evening that 

Will. Ah yes — exactly, {aside) It's all right, {taking her 
hand) Ah ! if I dared but hope 

Enter Mr. Noodle, r. doo7\ 

Mr. N. I am afraid you mustn't ; for I have long suspecteci 
that an attachment to — to — and I was right ; for sister Scrry 
has confessed to me that some insinuating scoundrel who wa^' 
at Mrs. Bounceabout's last night 

WiLHEL. (c.) Hush, uncle — hush ! 

Will. {l. c, jumping about) Hurrah! — tol-de-rol! 

Mr. N. Good gracious ! — is he too going crazy ! 

Will, {crossing, c.) A Noodle, in me you behold that in- 
sinuating scoundrel ! {turning und embracing WlLiiELMiN.v} 
and a happy scoundrel I am ! 

Enter Seraphina, r. door, 

Serafh. Mr. Fitz-Gullem, {coming to R. c.) what arc you 
abont ? Do you forget, sir, that you are eive;^^<&v\ ic^ ^xwi'^. 

Will, (r.,) Oh, iord i {aside) WiW noh^Oi^ v>\^\\^<i ^fi^'i^ ^sxv^ 
strangle this old she -dragon ? 
WiLHEL. (L. c.) What did you say, ?i\xw\.^ 
Mb, N. (r.) Aye, what did you aaiy ? 
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Vt LI. b u b R PiiiNA approadu's liini) No, 

no not JO go J. > o W L illmika) But you— you— 

E e Martha l, door. 

Martea Me you mean yoa aoid you would iiiHrrjr me, 
and you roust, or 1 11 bi ing an action of hrim. con. agHinst you. 

Sekapii. (B. c.) Ob, wrcteb ! 

WiLUKL. (L. c.) Oh, this is too much! 

Will, (c.) I should think it mas— twice too much! 

Ms. N. (n.) Mr. Fitz-«ulleni, this triflbg with the fe«UDga 
of niy family 

Will. I awnre you, A. Noodle, my feelinga are not trilling 
jost now i bat it's all your funlt. you old Mormonitc — yoii told 
ma to do it, and now, by the living jingo, I hnve done it- 

Mr. N. But that I am so deeply iudebted to you, sit, I — 3 
ghonld — I — in short, I — I should — leave my house al oitee, 

WiLIi. Neyer, (aiibracmg Wir^HBLMiNA) Unless this ange l — — 
Martha, (l. c.) Don't do tiiat, sir — you belong to me. 
Seraph, (r. c.) No, liuasey, tome. 

Will. (C, still holding WiLHF.L.HiNA) Ladies, 'upon ray 
honor, I am not worth contending for I Oh, here's a nice 

Mabtba. (eeizing h&n) I must have yon, 'cause Ben's s ' 
maniac, 

Skbaph. (.icixing him) I ciinoot afford to part willi you. 

Wttx. Poor soul ! ehe feels it's her last chance. (1^ jwtf 
A6n) Ladies, (H(iii/iuW»nffWiLUELmNA) don't lug my coat W) 
if it's only that you want, you may have it between you— A^ 
mj waistcoat, or my — or any other portion of my toggory I 

SlUON SqUU) appears Ot 0. door leilh Oao POLICEMEN. 

Bbrapii. {k. q,, lagging him) You are mine! 

Mau'I'iia. {l. c, htffffing him) No, mine I 

SmoK. [daion L. \ciih Polickuek) No, h« belongs to ihesB 
' gentlmtienl 

WlLi:.. (B c.) The dova I do— what forV 
' JfR. X. (a.) Simoa, what do you meant tW* » Mt. 

S/.UO.V. Alias N,A.hk—B.\\H3 FlasU J einHvy—ftW** k 4oto 
other aliases — one of ihe most notoriona awcll-miMvBeo «»•» 
lOadou t Secure yooT piiBoner. 
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(POLlCEUEU walk qtiickly over toii.C, andarrestWihUAM — 
the ^Aree Women dmultaneottsly scream andfaint — M autii a 
in Simon's arms, l. corner; Seraphina in Mr. Noodle's, 
B. comer; and Wilhelmina wi. William's, r. c.) 

Snier Benjamin, c. door^ and doion c. — Ms face hlacJcj a straight 
waistcoat on^ and dragging a chair to icMch he is fastened, 

Ben. {walking backwards and forwards) Look here I — here's 
a picture 1 — ^I say, {turning round and shouting) here's a picture ! 

Will. (r. c.) And here's another — specimens of still life ! 
But there's no further occasion now for mystery — so just clear 
this Matter up for me, Ben, there's a good fellow. 

B.2J. (c.) Me I I don't know you, fliy good man — ^never saw 
yo before in all my life ! 

Will. Now, Ben 

Ben. Get out I you are mad — ^you ill-looking specimen of 
humanity I 

Will. Do tell 'em I'm your brother ! 

Ben. Oh; yes ; this is brotherly love^ ain't it ? 

Will. Of course it is — but, (looking at Women) what sort 
of love do you call this ? 

Ben. Bifl, you're a upstart I 

Will. I wish you could persuade these ladies to become 
upstarts I 

Ben. I said you'd come to the dogs, and now you see you 
have come to the bobbies. 

Will. No, the bobbies — curse 'em !— have come to me. 
(Policeman passes behind to l. comer and whimpers to £^imon) 

Mr. N. (r.) Serry, my arms are dropping off! 

Simon, (l., to Martha) Young woman, wake up. 

Ben. (c.) If you'd been content, like me, to work for your 
living — — 

Will. (r. c.) Pooh ! you know I never liked business. 

Ben. At any rate, you've got your hands full now. 

Women, {starting suddenly up) AVretch ! — monster ! 

Will. Oh, if you are going on in that way, you had better 
go off again. 
Simon. Here's some mistake, it seems — this i§ not Fitz-Gullem| 
after all. 

Will. Certainly not. 

Mr. N. (r. corner) Not! {crosses to R. c.) AViio then are you? 

Will, (c.) A young man who has had money and spent it, 
but who in future 

Ben. (l. of William) Is anybody, going to cut me open^ 
and take me out c/f this thingamy ? 

Will. Brother Ben I — for, observe, this \s la^ VcQ'CwiX- 
Mx. N. And not mad ! 
Will. As sensible as I am. 
Bof. TbAt doesn't say much for my uadfeT«i\.aa^a»V 
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Will. Ben, you will cee that all I have done has been for 
your good ao vreU as for my o-v^'n 

Ben. I dcirt koow w/ other youha^'e benefitted yourself, 
but thia straight ihingnni v ain't done rno niit.ch good, I think ; 
and I'm sure it ain't agreeable to drag this chair about arter 
rae, like a dog witli a tin kettle tied to his tail. 

Mr. N. (to AVilliam) Well, well — my niece, it seems, loveB 
you : so only prove yourself worthy, and I shall be able to 
procure you a lucrative situation under government : A. Noodle 
18 not without iriterest — the Noodles have always had influence 
with ministers. 

Ben. (l. c.) Yes, there's always lots of 'em what's got 
i^overnment appointments. 

Mr. N. {crossing c. to Ben, politely ^ and bowing) You are 
right, sir. 

Ben. (l. c, shouting) Is anybody going to cut me open ! 
Mr. Noodle 7'uns over to r. corner — Policemen release 
Ben, and taking choir ^ waistcoat, dc. go offj c. door. 
' Will, (c, ^o Wiliielmina who is on his r.) My angel, I 
shall endeavour to render myself worthy of your love, (crosses 
R. c. to Seraphina) Miss Noodle — [she passes him disdainftdly 
and comes to c. — he follows her) I am sorry for you, but 

Ben (l. of Seraphina) Better luck next time, old gal. 

Seraph, (c, to Ben) Ugh! (to AVilliam) I hate you. (croAMt 
to R. c. next to Mu. Noodle) ' 

Will, (c.) Very glad to hear it. 

Simon, (l. corner) Nicely I'm served, Mr. Noodle ! but I'll 
tell my father, see if I don'l. 

Mr. N. (r. corner) I am sorry; but I — I — in short, I'm »i 
sorry ; but 'J 

Simon, Pooh ! — humbug ! I mustn't go home single, or 1 
shall be laughed at. (to Martha) This young woman, I dare 
say, wants a husband. 

Martha. I'm going to have one — eh, Ben ? 

Ben. (c. l. c/ William) Eh, Miss Muggles, I shan't forbid 
the banns. Bill, I believe in you again, for 1 am going to marry 
Martha, and she has got some property, and that will be for 
my good 

M.!'.. Is. but I want to know — ■ — 

Will. Sorry for it, for you can have no further information 
at present — for 1 have Ronietliing to say to those who are 
entirely in tlie secret : 'li.>? tliuir favourabh? opinion we must 

scrlicitj'for on their verdict (lei)en«ls the future prosperity of 

JJaw. ''Brother Bill and Me." 

Mb, H. Skrafu. Wilukl. William. Bil«. liUsridk. %vmk». 

iiKurtaiti 



MBS. WHITE 



^ iFarce, 



IN ONE ACT. 



Bl 



R J. RAYMOND, 



AUTHOR OF 



i- 



K 



The ToodUs; Paul the Brazier; Robert t?ie Devil; Old Oak 

Tree; Balance of Comfoi't; P,8, — Come to Dinner f 

Cherry Bounce; Deuce is in Her; dc, <&e. 



liONTiO^ 

0ABCUBL FRENCH, 

FUBLI8UBB, 

89, STBAND. 



New York : 
SAMUEL FRENCH <fc SON, 

' PUBLISHERS, 

122, NASSAU STREET!. 



MRS. -WHITE. 
First produced at the English Opera House, July, 1836. 



'^ 



MA.IOR PEPPER 
FRANK BROWN .. 
PETER WUITE 

WIDOW WHITE .. 
MRS. WHITE... 
KITTY CLOVES .. 



Ct)aracter0. 



/Mr. WiLtUKS. 
\ Mr. Lewib. 
Mr. Hekuiko. 



,.. Mra.F. MiTTOEWL 

{Mrs. EsBLar. 



TIME OF represetitatiom-One Koun. 



ff«fitume0. 



Fk^ink . — Modern. 

Pb¥ek White. — Brown Bhort-tailed coat, while wttiBtcoftt, naiW' 
keen Imwsers, ahort eniters, small opera orosb hat, nnd a whitft 
eravat lied with large bow. 

1 wh:l* dreea. Second Drea : Kidinf 

Mub. Wbttr. — Wliite miiRliDdrctitOTerapink petticoat, ^hioo- 
ablo bonnet witli two large fbnthani, green veil, boa, and ybtj 
■mall pitroBoL 

KiTTt CiMTsa. — Cbloured chintx gown, white mnilin apron, aiiA 
white cap witi^ eoloored ribbon. 



MBS. WHITE. 



Scene. — Richmond HtU, wUh a hircTa-eye view of (he Thame$f 
winding ihrough the distant country. To the R. a small cottage* 
To the Jj. a viUa or cottage omie^ projecting somewhat on 
the StagCj loith a practicable door and casement. In the hack" 
ground to the "L. a practicable sloping hiU. — Morning. 

Enter Frank Brown and Kittt Cloyeu, from the cottage^ b. 

Frank. Nay, my dear Batty, consider 

Kjtty. T do consider — ^the consequences, Mr. Brown; and as 
my old master, Squire Bramble, of Tantivy Hall, Somersetshire, 
used to say to I — "Consequences, Kitty, should always be 
considered"— So I do think it would be very wrong of I to 
disturb Mrs, White so early, seeing that she be come down 
from Lunnun to Richmond for change of air, and has taken 
that pretty cottage opposite mine, on purpose that I should be 
near her. Besides why should I disturb her? you bean^t • 
relation of hers, (significantly) 

Frank. 'Tis of the utmost consequence that I should speak 
with her immediately, and if you really love her, Kitty 

Kitty. Ah ! that 1 do, dearly ! Wern't we little girls together 
when my mother was housekeeper to her fether, old Squire 
Bramble? and didn't I come up with her to Lunnun, after his 
death, and remain in her service till I got married, and settled 
here at Richmond, where I take in children to nurse, while my 
good man goes a farming ; and sorry enough I were to leave 
her, for she led a sad life with the nch old man she were obli- 
gated by her father's will to marry, because the old gentlemen 
happened to be schoolfellows. I were to have nursed their 
first offspring, but were disappointed, for what with the gout, 
and the rheumatiz, and his friends' ^oA^ at his ^spousingawife 
youn^ enough to be his granddaughter, the poor old gentleman 
died m the honeymoon ? 

Frank. And thus was your charming mistress left a widow 
at nineteen ; but not, I hope, with a distaste for matrimony. 

Kitty. La! bless you, no, sir! she an't had experience 
enough yet ! (archly) But as she be now free to choose for 
herself, she ought to have a husband of her own age 
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Fkank. Capable of appreciating her virtues ud tal^ 
Kitty. Kiiiil. 
FiUSK. Affectionate. 

And eomplsisnnt, never Baying no--— 

Kitty. IMien the »ayB yea- 

FiEAXK. No I, in short, Kitty, a good husband. 

KiTTV. Wliich be an scurce to find 

Frank. Aa a good wife, Kitty ! ^ 

Kitty. No — more scarcer I I be bound to iipeak np form 
eei, you know ! 

Fhank. Well then, Kitty, I know just Huch a one. 

Kitty. {^itMij) What, a, ijood husband, sir? 

Fkank. (tmilmg^ Yes. 

KiTTV. Liil do praj] show him to I, sir — (tcirt jnwi BMoeW 
I be so fond o' canosiliesf (Frakk laughs) Where be be, sir? 

FiEANK. Near at hand. 

KiTTy, {n»ide) Yes, at ray elbow, or I'm much mistakeni 
[lOoHd) And have I ever seen him, sir ? 

Prank. Often, 

Kitty, {ar<My) Lai you don't Eayeo, sir! Stay, now l AiiuK 
on'l, ho be vQwig, ^^^^ 

Prank. About my own age. 

Kitty, Tolerably good looking 

Frank, (orranyinj 7(m cmwii) Aiiem I 

Kitty. And hecomeatoRichmondevery day tomycc.._„_, 
■where he has liired a room for change of air, as be says 

Frank. Eiactly. {/nniiiag) 

Kitty. AudhiBnamebe— Mr,FranciBBrown,E6q.,Ha! hal 
you be found ont and discovered, you see, sir, [laughing) 

PiiANK, Ha, ha! why Kitty, you're as shrewd as a Lord May or. 

Kitty. Come, that be no great compliment neither! bat I 
can see us far into a mill Gtone as my neighbours; bo yua maj 
as well confide in I at OQCe, sir. 

Fr.\nk. Well then, to be candid, Kitty, I do love the charm- 
ing widow, and rejoice to add that our affection is reciprocaL 

KiTTV. Red-pro.' oh, I understand I she gives you us good 
M you bring — well, then, the way to church he as smooth a« a 

Prank. Sdcath, no! there's a plaguy stumbling block in tha 
paili, in the shape of a peppery old uncle of mine, on whom I 
Rim flepondenl, and who is a determined enemy to wedlock. 
Kitty, Ah! those ci'usty old bachelors! As ray mas' 

to say, " an old bachelor is like" 

Fkanb. On the contrary, he is a widower of three w 
Kitty. TAree-' wbut a Blvf Beard ! Did he marry 'entfiK 
Airs or tBoaey, air ? 
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Frank. For the latter, I imagine, ttom the miserable life ha. 
led with them. 

Kitty. Serve him right, the old cormorant. 

Frank. You now perceive the necessity of my immediately 
seeing the widow ; my uncle will arrive this very morning from 

Devonshire, and if I am not in town to receive mm 

(hire the Widow is heard nnging inside the cottage, L.) 
Hark I 'tis she ! 

Kitty. That be her sweet voice sure enough, — don't it make 
your heart beat, sir ? 

Frank. Double quick tltne, Kitty ! 

EtUer Widow Whitb from villa, L., Nnging from a sheet of 
Musie which she carries. Kitty enters the cottage, l. 

Widow, {singing) La! la ! la ! a very charming composition 
indeed! {sees Frank) Bless me, you here already, Frank? 
Why you must have been " Up in the Morning early," as the 
old song says ! 

Frank. In truth, Clarissa, I hav'nt slept all night. 

Widow. A visit from "Queen Mab," vulgarly called the 
night mare, perhaps, {laughingly) 

Frank. Y es, in the shape of a respectable elderly gentleman ! 
^ Widow. Ha 1 I understand, your uncle ! and is he become 
civilized, or as much averse to matrimony as ever. 

Frank. More than ever, if I may judge from his last letter, 
in which he threatens to cashier me, if I disobey him. {em- 
phaticaMy) But he shall find me as obstinate as liimself. — Let 
Idm disirdierit me — 1*11 marry you without a shilling in my 
pocket, upon my soul I will, Clarissa, {she laughs) No, no, I 
mean if you had not a shilling in the world. 

Widow. I have already toH you that, happy as I should be 
to be called your wife, I will not consent to purchase the title 
at the price of your uncle's displeasure ; for despite his eccen- 
tricities, he has, you CQufess, been ever most kind to you. 

Frank. And you love me, Clarissa ? 

Widow. Can I give you a stronger proof of my attachment? 

Frank. Yes! 

Widow. How? 

Frank. Byallowing me to introduce you to him. 

Widow. Wherefore, pry'thee ? 

Frank. Let him but see and hear you. 

Widow, {smiling) You pretend I should make a convert of 
him — Flatterer ! 

Frank. Nay I'm certain of it. {emphatically and rapidly) I 
present you to him, he is attucVL Ni'j ^wa Ni^'waSo^^ ]m^^ "^^^ 
consent to our union, and carry \m^ 4o^sni\jci\!M^^'«^3^^fc^^^^ 
Mbire, where we shall Uve \ik^ " luO^^ wsLOXi^'S^ft^^^^^ 
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Widow. A very captivating 
yOB are for illoBtrating " Darby 
be time enough to settle these nn 
if we ever Bhguld be, ha ! ha! ■ 


extempore r 
nd Joan," I 


aee 


ce, indeejr 
But 'twOl 

B married — 


Enter KrrTr/rcM 


71 the villa, L 






Krrrr. IVe been helping Sus 


11, ma'am, and breakfast be 



ready — IVe laid it for hco, ma'am. 

Widow, {tmiling) For two, Kitty — wherefore? 

KiTTT, (archly Becanse you be bo hospitable, ma'am, and 
U &Ir. Brown h^ rode from Lunnim this mornicg, I thoaght 
SB how — (Widow laughs) 

Fkakk. "Sweet Kitty Clover," your attention is praise- 
worthy. But no ceremony, Clarissa, I beg— I shall be perfectly 
satisfied with bachelor's tare I 

Widow, [laughing) Oh ! the tread and the cheese are quite 
at your disposal, but the third article can be purchased only at 
the price or your liberty. 

FR4SK. Secure my hand then, and make rae your prisoner 
for life, ExU laUh WIDOW, inio viUa, L. 

Kitty, [laughtrtgly) Bachelor's fare I bread and cheese and 
kisses 1 oh, my — (Zooii'nyaflerrtrfm) Ah they'll make a comfort- 
able couple — not like Mr. and Mrs. White, the parents of the baby 
I be nursing — They be always quarrelling about the brat, Mr, 
White be so proud of being a father, that he'd willingly proclaim 
it to all the world by beat of dram ; while his wife wishes 
nobody to know she be married. By the bye, she be a name- 
sake of my dear young misjiu, the widow; but la I nomorelika 
her than Mr. Brown be like Mr. White, I expect the lovJne 
couple to-day from Lunnun to aoe their offspring, Heigho I I 
fesl rather melancholic and musical this morning. 

Sony.— KnTT. 

To the fields I carried my milking can. 

All in a morning early, 
And there I met with a Enintl young man, 

Who vow'd he lov'd me dearly. 
I made him a curtsey, he made me a bow, 
He kissed me, and promised to marry, I vow I 
1 wish that young fellow wus witli me just 

On a May day morning early I 

I strive to forget him, but all in vain, 

On a May S&y morning early ! 
Ajid if I never should se« him again, 
Twould break my heart, or neartyl 
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I can^t bear the sight of a sheep or a cow! 
I van*t to get married, yet cannot tell how^ 
I wish that young fellow was with me just now. 
On a May day morning early ! 

(a horn i$ heard without) That be the omnibus, (tucends the stage 
€tnd looks oitt, L.) And there be Mr. and Mrs. White sure 
enough, crawling up the hill — I must run and put« clean cap 
on the baby. Esat into cottage, B. 

Peter White appears, r. v,e. onihe hiU, carrying a chiles 
drum, a wooden horse, a smaU bundle^ and his wife's shawl, 
hai^0ing over his shoulder, 

Peter, (as he enters) Isn*t it hot ! — ^I*m all over porous I 
ifums and speaks off) Take it eas}r, my dear Clemmy — I'd have 
made the driver bowl us up the hill, but he appealed to my 
humanity for his hosses* sake ! and certainly fifteen inside, beside 
himself and the cad, is no joke in the dog days for the ppor 
iJanimals. 

Enter Mrs. White r. u. E. carrying a very small open parasol, 
and fanning hersdf with her handkerchitf—she u dressed 
fndgarlyfine, and speaks affectedly. 

Mrs. W. The saints be praised, we are up at last ! 

Peter. Yes, as Douglas says. ()hrows himself into lomailxtude 
<ind declaims) 

" The hUl they climbed, and halting at its top, 

" Of more than mortal height, towering, they seemed 

" An host ^angelic clad in burning -Harms. 

Mrs. W. Again, Mr. White, after my strict conjunctious ! 
{^ithey descend) 

Peter, It's the force of habit, my love, I can't help now and 
then quoting certain passages which solicited such applause, 
when I was a Hamateur Hacter at the private theatre in Ranter 
Street. 

Mrs W. {laughing contemptuously) Ruhbage ! a tragedian 
"With such a figure — ^ridiculous ! 

Peter. Why I must own my friends siud it was better suited 
to low comedy, than high tragedy. 

Mrs. W. This force of habit as you call it, is constantly 
exposing you to ridicule — Remember your conduct in the 
omnibus to day, when you sat alongside o' that young woman. 

Peter. I only tipped her a bit o^ Borneo ! (laughing) Oh, ah! 
when I seized hold of the elderly gentleman in the bob wig, 
exclaiming with TFirginius — ^^Mydiild,my chUdf gwemehaek 
my Md, — •* I really couldn't help it laj d'CKt— "^w^ ^^^^^^ssQk 
bunt of MMfytr, for I was thinking oi o\a ^<»ut^^lL^^^^c^^. 
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Mns. W. Tou nuT think of it aj much u jron plemte, Ur. 
Wliite, but I'll trouble you not to proclaim our msrruige to &U 
the world. Yon know how much it concenu our interest to 
keep it a secret, especiallv from my old maiden sunt, who, 
avene to matrimony herself, promiEes to leave me all her pro- 
perty, provided I remain single. 

Peteb. Why, certainly, the mopmsa is a consideration, for 
the sake of our hin/anline ft«V! liy-the-bye, my dear, talking 
of relations, what it become of your cousin, Mr. AugusliK 
Brown, the Dandy Perfume, a.B he was called, who I never aaw, 
but who I'm told used to visit you a-mnymoutly, during my 
absence, when I was a courting you? * 

Mrb. W. {tentimmtaUy) 'Tis long since I have beheld that 
interesting youth, whose flattering attentions and presents of 
Eau, de Colagns eicited your absurd jealousy ! {einphiumng llii 
taord Cologne. 

Filter. Jealousy I ridieulons? what, after the advice I gave 
myself iu logo — (dec/aww) Beware of jealousy I It is thserepa 
^ed lobiter which doth make the meat it feeds on." Hal ha 
Jealous indeed, of a dandy perfumer — ridiculous— (oni/E J If I 
had cau^ bim tho', I poiild have /iiinnihilatpd him. 

Mb3. W. Peter, do you love me? (serUimentaUy leaning <m 
his t'lonider) 

Peteb. {tragieaUg) Love you, Clementina ? — I should think 

Mits. W. Promise me then lo conceal our union— Will yon, 
dear Peter ? {earegidng him) 

Peter, Inainuating Clemmy — But how long, think yon, 
ahull I be obliged to emitolidate in my bosom those parental 
feelings which are rendy to burst forth whenever I think of our 
".Hinfant bud of early beauty," as the poet aays? 

Mrs. W. Not long, Peter; my aunt is very old and verj 
dropsical. 

Petlr, Well, then, I'll wait till she drops off I 

Mrs. W. Ah I [tentimenUxlly) now you talk and look at 
when vou came a courting me on Primrose Hill! Doyou 
remem tier that happy time, Peter? 

Petee. Do I?— Don't 1 1 



Medley ZJuef.— Peteu and Mrs. WHITE. 

Air^" The Guaradia." 

Piter. Oh, remember the time when a courting I came, 
Id hope» yoai kind favoiu to catch -, 
Itbetpark wag, deaf Clemmy, uid yQttiiftT«l\w; 
Ana between aa we lighted a match I 
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Atr—'* Voulez vom d€m9erJ" 

f y w 

MR8«W* And don't you remember, Peter, the'daji . 

When, smartly drest 
All in our best, 
We to church rode, joyous, gay, 
To be wedded willing? 

Same Air, 
Feteb. Yes, I remember well the day, 



^' 



When, both inclined. 
We fast werejiTi'dy 
For I the parson a guinea did pay. 
And the clerk a shilling ( 



Both. Then to Windsor, in a shay. 

From the church we bowrd away, 
Dashing, 
Splashing, 
Cant'ring, 
BantVing, 
To spend the sweet bridal day. 

Yes, I-remember, &c. 

Mrs. W. {9peahing) And don't you remember, Peter, what 
a sweet honeymoon we passed at Greenwich, and how you 
used to take me to the Crystal Palace, and the theatres, and, 
above all, to the Opera — the charming Opera ? 

Peter. To improve ourselves in the ^exquisite Aarts of 
sin^g and dancing, by listening to Greasy and Mario, and 
seeing Taggihny " trip it on the light fantastic toe." {imitating) 

Mrs. W. And then we used to practise at home, and try to 
imitate them. 

Peter. And very well we did it for jETamateurs. 

Air—'^ The Gavotte:' 

Both. Fal lal la ! how Greasy like we sing'd it — 
Fal lal la ! how Taglony like we wing'd it- 
One leg here, t'other leg there, 
To be modest pray beware I 
To obtain the meed of praise. 
Attitude's the thing now-a-days. 

{(hey dance d la opera) 

Enter Kitty CLOVER/rom cottage^ r. 

Kitty, {affecting turpriee) Well, I dedNC^^VLVkKt^XiWiiX.'^&fc^ 
and Mrs. White I 
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Peter. Te>, here ve are, niirae, loaded with tojs, for oar 
dear little Peter ; not forgetting a lump of sugar and te& for 
you. (jjiva Aon) Hoit it the dear little fellow ? 

Kitty. Oh, chftrming, sir; he cut hia first tooth yeaterdaf. 

Peter. Bless his little guras. (croMesc.) That's haJf-a-ciown 
for you, nurse, (givea her money) 

KrrTT. Oh, thftnk'ee, sir, I don't say it for the money's soke, 
but he'R a perfect little muUdity. {pocketiny the money) 

Peter. Lovely bud of early beauty I (delighled) ( 

Kitty. And you ought to be prourt of liiw, sir. 

Petek. I am proud of him, uurae, wery proud. 

Kitty. Such a sweet temper too : he hasn't cried once 
ginc o — {a Child heard crying mtkin, R.) 

Peter. Eh I what's that? 

Kirry. As sure as fate, now, my little niece has let hun faB 1 
Exit to eoOage, B. 

Pcteb. Fall I 

Mrs. W. Stupid girl! the dear little fellow may be dis- 
figured for life. (Aurrie* into cottage, H.) 

Fetek. {foUoiet calling in a crying voice) Peter ! poor littltt 
Peter I {riuhea into cottage, fi.) 

Enter FRANK BbOWM/todi Ptito, L. 
Frank, {walking to and /to) All is delightfully arranged ! 
Ckrisea consents to see my tmcle under an aeeumed name, 
and the meeting to appear accidental, as she wisely fears that a 
formal introduction aa my intended, would fail to conquer his 
matrimonial prejudices. Now, then, lo horse, and away to 
London to meet him, ^looking out, u.) Ah ! what do I see! by 
all that's vexatious, 'tis he himself! How the deuce did he 
ferret me out here! — no matter, I must have it out, (button* 
up kit eoat and ymlkt toicarde l., singing, " Over the tiillfi aad 
far away," 

Eater Major Pepper, l. v. e,, meeting Mm face to foot. 
MA.10U. Halt I front I sUnd at ease ! 

Pkank. (affecting oitofMhmeiit) Eh! can I believe my eyes? 

My ilear uncle ! (e/nbradng) 1 was liastening to town to meet 

you. Who, in the name of wonder, informed you I waa here? 

Major. Tfour puppy of a servant, at your chambers ia tba 

Temple. 

Prank, (aaide) The macal 1 after my strict injunctions 

Major. At first he was as close as a sentinel with the watch 

word ; bat a sight of this reul bamboo soon thawud his tongue. 

(i^aav 4if eane) 

FluANK. (affecting anger) Stupid fe\\ow\ \o toxV* wwh ■ 

atjraterj of an innoceat ride to Richmotii. 'Bal^'wi iditftft^i 
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_, __e yon, uncle, upon my hononr 1 am ! (lal-ing hu handi 
And how are you— but I need cot aak. You look the very 
picture of health. (iBiih great vtvacitt/) 

Major. Tliat's more than you do ; for you look as jaded as 
s soldier on a forced march. What the deuce idls you, eh? 
you haven't been runniog into debt, have you? 

Frank. No, uncle, I caii't aflord it. (tntiling) 

Major. Not aBcrape, eh? an intrigue, vou sly dog. (kaighing) 
There's a woman in the ijuestion, I'll he Bwornl Eh I I re- 
member now— your lost two sheets of foolscap-letter was filled 
with a description of a Widow Wiggins, or While, or some 
«ncli name who had'Caat her magic spelU around you. But 
that vertigo is over, I hope ; young people are mostly in love 
'Once a year from fifteen to thirty, vmen they genertuly come 
to tiieir censes, as I hope you have. 

FsiMK. Indeed, uncle, I have not. 

Major. Eh? what I you don't mean to say you are serioualy 
infatuated 1 

Frank. Very setiouBly indeed, uncle 1 

Major. What ! in spite of mj counsel I and m? example ? 

pRAKE. I hut JbUow it uncle ; and having had three wives 
yourself, 'tis very unreasonable in you to deny roe onel 

Major. Youmayjestasyon please, sir, but bewarel A mau 
may game, intrigue, get over head and ears in debt — in short, 
run the entire round of folly, and yet redeem himself; but ha 
is never thoroughly and irrepiirubl<r undone, till he is married 
— I say it, and kaow it — ExjierieiiUa docet, (foUh great emphatit 
Jknocktng hu cone on the ground) 

FSAKK. (aith equal vxirmVi, and dedairmitg a la BaiTUler) 
And I say, gentlemen and Udies of the jury, in the present 
cause of Matrimony verms Celibacy i tluit with all its little 

e'evances, man knows no real happiness until he is married. 
[ him posEesB a wife of sense and virtue, and of wliom bs 
Aimself is worthy — (mark Iliat point, uncle,) and he will feel a 
•olid and permaneiit^'oy of wliich he was never before sensible. 
Uninterrupted happuiess, indeed, do man can, or ou^ht to ex- 
'peot. Life, unlike some Ueingt, is no tineaire; frmts do not 
DOW spring spontaneously from the earth, as the^ did in the 
garden; nor does manna drop from the clouds as it did in the 
wilderness — but, despite the ailments of disappointed old 
maids and bachelura, in spite of Malthui and Marlioemt on 
^pahtioa; I assert that as a scheme of solid comfort, matri- 
mony affords, to well regulnted minds, a double share of delight 
in protpen'lg, and a solace and support in adveraily. (laijfdng 
i£» forehead tnith his hitmlheechief) There, answer that, uncle, 
if you can. You can't — so huual Matrimoay vlna t.h% ^'■i. 
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I must take him down to Devonshire, or' twill be all over with 

Prakk. {alarmed) Eiil what? Devonahire, uncle? 

Major, Yea; where I hope the chujige of air, and a few 
shower baths, will effectually a/ol this plagiiy love fever. 

Frank. 'Sdeathl what's to he doue now ? (rejteiis) 

Major. I <]id intend remaining k few days in town, bat fur 
your sake we'll be off by ihe mail train this very night, 

Fhane. (fltiSe) Egad, it shall be so; desperate eases require 
desperate meaenresl 

Major. So, quick march ! Come along to town, and pack 
up your knapsack. 

Frank. UattimenlaHon^ Alas! tmcle, it cannot, mastaotbel 

Major, Indeed 1 why not, pray ? 

Fkank. You are my uncle — my excellent uncle, and the lioj 
of consanguinity are strong ; but my duty to anoUia- is para- 
mount o'er all. (emlimenUUli/) 

Major. Another I 

Frank. Yes, my wife I (turns aiide his head mlh affected 
emoHott) 

Major. Your wife I why you don't mean to say yon are mar- 
ried? 

FiiANK. I am in<leed, uncle I (rapidly and emphatically) I 
know the full ertent of my disoheaience to your command*, 
bnt, hurried on by theimpetuosityof youth, the violence of my 
passion, the — the — and despairing to obtain voui consent — 

Major. You have made an ass of yourself! And who, pray, 
is Mrs. Brown ? 

Fhank. Mrs, White, who, for the present, however, retains 
lier name, aa she wishes, for tamily reasons, to keep our union 
A secret, (iilacing hig liafidon the Major's thotildtr) And I am 
assured you will bury it in the inmost recesses of your affec- 
tionate bosom. (tur-M aadt ta laugh) 

Major. Nonsense! I won't believe it. Cume, come, master 
Frank, you are acting your part extremely well, but it won't do. 
We old soldiers are not ao easily caught. You want to wheedla 
me out of my consent, but it won't do, I tell you, ha, ha ! 

Prank, [itsUle) 'Sdeath! he suBpfcta 

Major. Ha, ha I I wonder yuu didn't work it np stronger, 
by swearing that aswectlitile offspring had crowned your handy 
work. It would have been a very natured consequence, yoa 
know, ha, ha I 

Frank, (aside) Egad, and it sliall be so, Alasl yo\i now 
toach upon a tender chord, (iihwt) 
^pM^JOR. Tender fidillestick ! (Frank siglu— 'Uaioft. V«le» 

^ _ I 
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mtarmed) Eh? why — why, you don't mean to say you are really — 
kU this moment me Child is heard crying in the cottage^ k.) 
Eh ? what the devil's that ? (Frank pretending to he desphj 
mffectedj points to the cottage, and places his hand upon his heart, 
•exclaiming sentimentally) 

Frank. Pardon me, uncle — but the voice of 'n:ature\ my 
feelings are so overcome, that I must withdraw for a few mo- 
ments, {going — Child cries again) Poor babe ! {half aside) 
Cutting its little dog tooth ! Exit into L. house, laxLghimj, 

Major. If it should be all true ! {going to cqflage, stopa) Oh, 
iere comes a wench. She can tell something about the matter, 
perhaps. 

Bhter Kitty Clover, hastily, r. 

Kitty. T wonder if Mr. Brown be gone yet. {stops, seeing Hie 
Major) 

Major. So, so, she knows him. {aside) Hark'ee, young 
woman, {aloud) Didn't I hear a child crying just now ? 

Kitty. Mayhap you might. Some folks ears are long enough 
t)r anything. 

Major. Who does it belong to ? 

Kitty. Its father and mother, to be sure, {aside) What an 
nquisitive old gentleman. 

Major. And who are they ? 

Kitty. Can't tell. 

Major. How so ? 

Kitty. Because I mustn't. 

Major. Why not? 

Kitty. Can you keep a secret ? {mysteriously) 

Major. Yes. {getting close to her) 

Kitty. So can I ! ijtaughs) Ha, ha I you thought to pump I, 
Because I be country bred. But la bless you, sir, there be as 
many fools in Lunnun as in the country, as you must know. 
{goin^) 

Major. But listen 

Kitty. I can't ; there be Mrs. White calling I. {runs into 
cottage, R.) 

Major. Mrs. White I it's all true, then ! that name confirms 
the melancholy fact. The hypocritical scoundrel ! I'll disin- 
kerit, and leave him nothing but his wife, and if she proves like 
any one of the three late Mrs. Peppers, he'll be pretty well 
punished, I think, {walks to and fro) 

Enter Peter White, /ro??i cottage, r. 

Peter, {strutting about with his hand% in his pocltel^^^V^ "5v 
dear little feller ! nurse says he's the i^\cX\«^ oi xm. \ \vi.^\Na\ 
hvely ^infant ! happy fiither I 
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Majok. (aside — beJiind) Wliat strutting bantam cock is tlu(, 
I wonder? He came from the Cottage— one of Mrs. While's 
friends, I Biippose. 

Pf.teil (Jnjroiil, £o htnisel/) We'll have him vaccinated neit 
week, kud christened on mij birthday, the first of A^ril : and 
ecod ! ararejoUilicationwo'Ilhftveof it, lie's wery tiucthoQgb 
for a boy. 1 wish he was a little more brown ; it looka idbdI; t 

Majob. (admiidag) Eh? Brown ! he knows Prank, (tneeting 
PETKr./ace tofaoe) What'a that you eav, sir ? 

PUTEn. {bwkmg up at him) Eh? say^ why I suppOBB 1 « . 
at liberty to speak of ray dear little— godson? (imdt) EcodI 
1 was near letting the eat out of tlie bag. 

tlA.ioR. And are you god<falher to the brat? 

Pkteh. Brat t come f soy, old gentleman 1 and what then, 
pray ? 

Majok. What then?— why you ouglit to be ashamed of 
yourself. 

Pi;tkr. Ashamed of myself I for what 1 

UAJOtt. Why, for aiding and abetting in such a disgraceful 
trail sac lioD I 

Peter. Disgraceful! {andei Wiiat does the old codgerniean? 

Sf AJOB. Aye. {emphaUcally knociini/ his cane on the gvoundi 
Co you know to whom the child bdongs, ail " 

Peter. I should think so. 

Major. Do yuu know it's father? 

Peter. I suspect so. (eoneei(all!/) 

Major, And eo do I, sir. 

PETEft. ll'ery likely I (ofide) I don't remember Wiaphiri- 
aiofis, though. 

Majok. And Irepeat, sir, that istheolEkpringofacluiidestine, 

Peter. Unlawful! 

M.\JOH. Yce,sir, contracted without my kniiwlcdgeor consent. 

PuTEii. (a*iV&) UiB consent ! that's good auyhow. 

Major. In short, sir, 'tis my nephew's diild. 

Peter, {lauyliing) Yournephew'sl ha,ha!ncapitalJoke,fiutb 
tpmlt) Some wng ha!! been hoaxing the old gudgeon, {aloudf 
And who tdld you so, eh? ha, hal (Itmghmg) 

iMa.iii[.', My iieplinw himself, to be sure. 

I'lVM ft. ysiill UtuQhmii) Your nephew himself, eh? ha, b«l 
Kli-rc iiiid 'i-han, pray? 

Majou. Here. 

I'ETEH. Here? 

Major. Uu this very spot, not five miuutss ago. 

yETHn. (ffelling alarmaC) Eh I what? 
Majuji. thyoii see 1 know Jill abottt lh« i:Ua&BW,wn 
^ Mrs. White, 



^a^Mrs. 



MBS. WHITE. IS 

Peter, {more alarmed) Mrs. White! (aside) A horrid thought 
flashes on my brain, (alcmd) And your nephew's name is 

Major. Browti. 

Peter, (startihg) Brown ! 

Major. Pshaw ! you know it as well as I do. 

Peter, iaside) The dandy perfumer, by all thatV horrific ! 
This, their, accounts for the smell of Lavender water ! (reeU 
against Major Pepper, who supports him) 

Major. What does all this mean ? {shaking him) Sir ! Mr. 
What's your name ? 

Peter, {aside — recovering) My head turns round like a tee- 
totum, {tragically) This, then, accounts for her agitation when- 
ever his name was mentioned. But 111 have deep, dreadful, 
deadly reparation ! Both — ^both shall feel a ^injured husband's 
toengeance. 

Major. What the deuce ails him ? is he mad ? 

Peter, {rushing up to him) Hark'ee, old genf/eman, do yoa 
know what Othello says ? 

Major. Not I. 

Peter, {clenching his hands at him) " See that thou prov'st 
Mrs. White a — you know what — or thou hadst better have beea 
bom a dog, lago — a dog — a dog — dog 1" {striding to and fro) 

Major. Poor fellow ! I suppose he's subject to these iits» 

Peter, {rushing towards the cottage) Ha — she comes ! 

Major. Who ? Mrs. White ? 

Peter, {wildly) Yes, that's her, and I'm done — ^Brown — 
Brown — Brown I {strikes his forehead and rushes out above, R. u. E.) 

Major. Mad I mad as a Bedlamite I 

Enter Mrs. White, ^*(wi r. cottage, 

Mrs. W. {calling after Peter) Peter, Peter, where arc 
you going ? We shall be too late for the omnibus I 

Major, {eiside — in front, looking at her) What, is this the 
woman Frank said was all loveliness and gentility ? A pretty 
taste he has got. {aloud, bluntly) Heark'ee, madam! 

Mrs. W. {astojiished) Sir! 

Major. You and 1 must have a little talk together before 
you go. 

Mrs. W. A little talk together. Really, sir, I haven't the 
pleasure to know you. 

Major. But I know you, madam, and I blush for you ; fie, 
madam ! a woman at your time of life I 

Mrs. W. At my time of life! what do you mean, sir? I 
don't understand you, sir ? 

. Major. Oh, you need not afiect ignorance in thio^ oc «ai^ 
ether matteTf madam. I know all\ 
Mr8. W. What do you mean, au? 'youw^^»2»^5aTTt^w\wiXy.'^^ 
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' !t[AjOK. Tom- clnndeBline maniage. ma'am I — and the Itttle 

iMiis. W. (tisiile) Oh, gracious goodness 1 u our Becnt 
ilisKOvi'ved ? {idoud--~ogitated) Murriage, «ir? may I ask wh* 
vour scHJidiilijiiB informer is? 

M*.ii>K, Your husbaiid himself, ma'am I 

Mri::. \V. Mjhusbanill (aside) Peter Bhnll smart for thk. 
(uliiul) '\\b\\, sir, and if / am nmrried, vhat affair is it 4f 
yoiii-B, pray? 

Majok. 'Sdeath, ma'am, I'm jour Imsbanii'B uncle. 

Mr»). W. Ills uncle ! what, are you old Mr. Tittlebat, tba 
tishinoiiger of Bmmogeni ! 

Majok. Fishmonger? tiddledeel 

Mus. W- Really, air, this langunge 

Majok. Zounds, madacn, do vou suppose I can take suchk 
matter i;oolly ? I'll disinherit 'the puppy, if it's only for the 
fklscboode he told me about you. 

Mrs. W. Palsehooda, Mr. Tittlebat? 

Major. Yes, he swore you were the beau ideal of loveliueai 
and gentility. 

MiiS. W, IfimxeUtdly) Well, sir, and am I not ? 

Major. You certainly are no(, madam ! But 'tis not yoor 
fiiiilt. You are not accountable for the defects of nature u4 
education I 

Mks. W. [fanning heridf) Oh, dear ! I can't support it — 
1 slwll faint— J know I shall I 

Ma-tur. {coolly, vii&ovi looMng otTia') Touarcat fulUibet^ 
to act Hs you think proper, roft'am. 

Mliw, W. Oh, oh — I'm going — I'm going 

Major, (not loohiag) Well, go, ma'am, go! 

Mrs. W. Oh I oh 1 \&hU;s upon him, »o Suit he U compelled la 
tupport her) 

Majuk, 'Sdeatht {aloud to htr) Ma'am I ma'am I can't yi» 
postpone it till you get in doors, ma'am ? 

At this moment Fetek White enteri, r. n. e., hit craeat 



ttrikes kis forehead, and nuAea uut again, exdaimia§ 

" Brown I Brown I" L. i;. E. 

Mb8. W. {atarting up suddenly fi-om the Major's anv^ 

You're a bmte ! a monsier I But expect my huEhand to avei^ 

these insults, sir 1 Hurrtea into collage, m. 

Major. What a Xantippe 1 a perfect Sycorax I 
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Enter Fkank Browk, I 
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Majob. CSahn! No, Bir^Fm in a perfect hurricane of passion! 
Heark*ee, sir'-do you pen»8t in saying that Mrs. White js 
perfection personified ? 

Frakk. I do 1 

Major. Then bless your taste, say II I have seen her, sir. 

Frank. Seen her? 

Major. Yes, and the figure of fun, your child^s godfntlier; 

Frank. My child^s gofikther I (smo^ering a laugh) 

Major. Yes, and the sooner you con$ne lum in Bedlam the 
better. 

Frank, {aside) Egad, there must be some mistake here. 
(cUoud, 8tq>premng his laughter) So you have seen them, uncle — 
may I ask idiere r , 

major. Why, here, to be sure. They came from the nurse's 
cottage, little suspecting /was here to confound them — andl 
must say that your Mrs. White is-r^ahem ! 

Frank, (aside) I see it all now — ^it must be the other Mrs. 
White and ner husband. Egad, 'tis a rare joke ; and if I can 
•nly persuade them to keep it up for a time 

Major. So, sir, as you have thought proper thus to disobey 
me, you must take the consequences — I have done with you, sir. 

Frank. Nay, uncle 

Major, (walking to and fro in anger) Not a word, sir — I have 
done with you for ever — for ever I (the Widow appears at the 
door — she signs to Frank and retires) 

Frank, (aside, moving towards cottage, R.) Now for the tact 
of my dear widow to manage him. Meantime, I'll go and 
explain all to Kitty and the other Mrs. White, and try to gain 
their assistance. Exit into cot/age ^ R. 

Major, (walking to and fro in front) What a dolt was I to 
leave Devonshire on such an errand, and in the very heart of 
the coursing season ! (stops on hearing the Widow sing inskle 
lie cottage) 

Enter Widow, from house, l. 

Song. -Widow (either heard loithln, or sung on the stage). 

Let others dwell in stately liall. 

And feast 'neath golden canopy ; 
But let me dwell where torrents brawl, 
And Zephyrs stir the greenwood tree. 

Where the hunter's horn, 

At peep of morn, 
Comes echoing wild and merrily : 

And the red deer bound 

O'er the glebey grovmd, 
And the mounting \atk bVa^a c^^^et^'^* 

Tally ho! Tally \io\ 



HSa. WHITE. 






Major. {ddighUd)T»\lyho\ hot Bravo— ftdmirablrnm^ 
I coijd almost fancy myseU couraine in Devonshire. I wonder 
wlio the fail singer ib. A rare wcncn— one after my own hear^ 

Widow, (singing) Tallyiio ! {preUnding to know him) Ha, 
Sir Guy Fox — come like a true cavalier to escort me to 

J here toe Major tumt to liar, and the nfftdt mpriat) A stranger, 
declare I a thonsand pardons, my deal sir (carUeyn) 

Majdh. What a Bplendid creatarel (fdoud, hawing) Nay, 
listen to yovx song, which accords bo well with my taste and 
madam, 'tis I, rather, who should apologize for etopping 10 
habita. 

Wroow. Ton are a sportsmau, then, I presume, sir. 

Majos. YeB, madam, heart Rtid soul — allliough a loldier l^ 
profession. 

Widow, (^aily) Nay, the professionB are somewhat alike — 
both carry arms, and are Uoented to Idtt — although you, doubt- 
IcBB, think with me, sir, that shooting game is the more par- 
donable pastime. 

Major. Right, madam, right I (nside) Egad, she's as witty 
M she's beautiful. If that ragcal Frank, now, had bat chosen 

Widow. I, too, am enraptured with the sports of the field, 
and delight in the pleasures of ihe chace. 'Twas bnt last week 
I rode a day's sport after twenty couple of hounds — staonch 
Tartars as everbarkedorrun a course —tooka (lying leapacroai 
« stream — dashed through two quicksets, and leaped three 
five-barred gales 1 

Major, (pleoied, andfoUmcinghar in action iit her deecripttoH) 

Widow. We started Reynard before eight — bad a view 
hollow by ten— tallyho, ho, ho I 

Hajox. (deliqhtfd) Tallyho t hark forward 1 wind bita, the 
villain — wind him I 

Widow. At eleven, he took to the water— we plunged after 
— croBsed the Thames 

Major. That'a your sort, neck or nothing— yoicks I 

Widow. Up the hill — down the valley — over hedge, ditch, 
and ^ate we go, helter akelcer. At-twelve the whole [inck close 
in with him— you might cover them with a table cloth 

Major. (icitA action) Beautiful- beautiful 1 

Widow. And we killed hun eiactly at nineteen minute^ 
three seconds after one. 



single hair — and at shooting, strike the spot out of an ace at 
dimmonda. 



itAjoR. (di^hted) You don't aay k' 
trtDOw. And ai driving a phwlon- 



m ..„,. '« 

r Jjmdon to Bath withoQt once losiug the whip hand of tbft I 
road, and tarn them on the breadth oT » EhiUing's edge ! 
ILijoE. Wh^, you're a perfect Olympic charioteer, madam — 

Stide) Zounds, with such a wife, a man might win a fortune 
wageni 

Wutow. (fliide, laughing) Frank told me hii humour, and 1 
flUtet myaelf I have hit it. (to Major) And now, sir, may I 
uk, do you reside in this part of the country ? 

Major. No, madam, my estate ia in Devonshire, where I 
should now be enjoyiag the delightful sport you have so admir- 
ably described, but for a hair-brained nephew of mine, who 
has brought me up to London, where 1 find he has taken it 
into his Billy head to get married. 

Widow. Ah, I understand— a clandestine union. — {atide) — 
Frank did not tell me he had gone lo far I 

Major. What thbk you, nAdam, of auch conduct? 

Widow. 'TIb highly cenaurable, no doubt; but love, you 
know, is a sad tempter to disobedience, {tsitanentally gaiting 
al hiia) 

Major, {aiide) Oh lord, I can't stand it — zooks, what a pair 
of eyes! they're pofiitively unnerving, (ahwi) Now, had he 
selected one Uke yourself, mftdam, he would have had every 
«icose in his favour, (bowing) 

Widow, [eurlse^ng) Oh, sir, you 

Major. Or had I been a* fortunate with either of my three 



Major. Egad,so used my comrades to sav — for in matrimony 
u in war, I alwavs volunteered for the forlorn hope. 
WiDQW. Ua, Iia ! {looking met) BIeeb rae ! a heavy Bhower of 



lun appears lo be coming on — will you accept the sliclter of 

my Hermitage until 'tis over? Although I am not quite sure 

1 ought to trust myself with a gentleman who has had three 

wives, {laughingly) 

Majou. {brvMy) Egad, if I waa fortunate enough to find a 

fourth like yourself, madam, I'd make a gitorfcHe of it to-morrow 

— ^I would, by Jupiter— ahem 1 
^^m Exeunt into mlla, L., the Major handing her in eovrleouahj, 
^^^^w.A la milUaire, tinging, "When the heart of man is de- 
^^^^^kpreased by care." &c., dtaing which Frank and Kittv 
^^^^^^Ift teen ^peeping at them Jrom the door oftiie coUage, B.— 
^^^^^Bt&ey eome doum. 

^^^^^Bdx. Bravn I the old aportman ia fairly trapped at last 1 
"-Krm', Ves, he be captivated, Mr. Brown, sure enough. No 

fooLi like old fools I EjH into cottage., a- 

Enfer PetElR, l. u. y.. 
Pbter. (ttarHng) Ha I Btovjn, flVi b\« fiKjl V*f'^'~9 ■^'S * 
Vbask) Is jonr name Brown, I'lt? 



4b MKS. WHITE. 

I^A!tK. It IK, fir. 

Peteb, Then you're s. luilliHi 1 

Frank, (njfocrinj anger) Sir, that's a b«rd word I 

I'ETER. Hard or soft, I repeat it. Fire itnd fury, sir, an't jOn 
afeard I should ^lanniliitale you on tlie Bpot? (FRANK gmtles) 
Mrs. White, sir— Mra. White I (ttnjnping) 

FiiAXK. (afeedng anger) And -what have you to do with that 
ladr, ell, sir? 

Feteie. Qimgiag tcildlff) Ha, ha, ha I heat this, ye godi I 
(hWfrl;/) You love lier, you know you do 1 
■* FRiNK. {JbUowing Peteii, wim relreatt) Daie you ^feslime 
to qiieBtion my right to love her ? You're ft riyai, I siipiiose ? 

Peter. I should Ihiak I am I 

FsAKK. Fshitw I don't mnke a fool of yourself I {Im-ne Jtvn 
him and walks to and fro) 

Peter. UoUomng km about elaadu) But, lir 

Frank. Nonsense I 

Peter. I am 

Prakk. Ridiculous 1 (ttiU tpalkln;/) 

Peter. {Jolhnfing) I'll have setiafaction, air~I WV; satii- 
faction, sir— there's my card, sir I (thruttt it ovrr Frask'S 
aiouMfT'— Frakk ttopt euddmly, (ahs PETER'a card, pl/toes it on 
the palm of his hand, and blnics tl into Petbii's^cc, AedaimtRg 
" Pho 1" — Peter, beidMrrtd^' The w^Jrld's at an end, nud chaos 
is come again ! But Ml have luetigeance— I'll raise the whole 
neighbourhood — all Euro[ii.4 eIihU know a Ainjured huahaBd'i 
wron^I {fiKtnds the stage, calUi's) Hollo I everybody— murder 
— theives^ abduction — scdui^t ion — und pretty lai'cenf ! 
Enter hattRy Major PeI'per, u, and Kittt, r. 

Major. Eh— what's the inalter? 

Peter. {wHdl}/) Ha, ba I I hare you both now. (jaebtng th* 
Uajor bj/ Uis eoUar viUJi hit left iiaad) Vou arc the old one wliat 
told me of it, {seising Frank mJh l!ie right hand) and you are 
the yeiuu une what did il, (FkA-NK laughs, Peter ahaking him 
by the cMar) 

Major. What the deuce is the meaning 

Peter. (aiUing) Wliat, hoi Mrs. \Vhite— Mrs, White- 
come forth, I iay 

Eittir (ft« Winow, l., and Mrs. White, k., hastUy. 

Widow oiirf Mrs. W. {togcOier) Here I am. [thoj-t pautt") 

Peter, (reUattt the Major and Frank, rend ruiheB totearda 
iu v>ifk, than pauaet sudilenly, Xmka at her, and exclaim* in a 
aenlimenlal torn) Oh, Clementina, have I deserved thia of you? 
frfr/itiaff iit fe^head) 

Msa. W. Sav. my <icw Peter 

■P'-BTjnc^(afe/-//»ff Mi head) Awayl anayl " Oo l.o !h\>wvtiwt 
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Mrs. W. Tis all a mistake, Peter, I assure you. 

Kitty. It be, indeed, sir— come this way, and 1*11 tell you 
all about it. (Kitty and Mrs. White endeavour to lead him 
away — he puts them aside and walks towards the hack striking 
his forehead and gesticulating. They follow and appear to he 
explaining the affair to him. 

Major, {to Frank) There, there, you may spare your pains, 
young gentleman, the widow has confessed all ; aria 'tis lucky 
for you that you have so fair an excuse for the deception you 
have practised on me. 

Frank. May I then hope to be forgiven ? 

Widow. Nay, that was our condition, Major, was it not ? 
{placing Tier hand upon his arm) and a soldier's word is his bond. 

Major. Zooks ! there is no resisting that bewitching smile. 
There, take her, Frank. If I had such a prize in view, 1 should 
certainly 

Widow, {laughingly) Complete the quartette of the Mrs. 
Peppers^— eh. Major ? 

Major. Ha, ha I Go to, you're a Syren. 

Widow. A very widow, eh. Major? (laughing, then looking 
towards Peter, dc.) So it seems ray namesake and her spouse 
are friends again. (Peter, Mrs. White, and Kitty advance) 

Peter, (laughing) Ecod — 'tis a comical mistake ! But I was 
preciously frightened though ! so, tht re are tivo Mrs. Whites — 
{to Frank) and you are not the Dandy Perfumer after all. 

Frank. No, indeed, sir ! But I have to apologize to your 

good lady for the liberty I took in making her my wife for an 
our. 

Mrs. W. No apology, sir, I beg — 'twas rather a compliment 
than a liberty I (curtseying, then aside) What a handsome fellow I 

Peter, (to Frank) Well, I never bear malice ; so there's 
my hand ; and what's more, I inwite you to my son's christen- 
iag. — Dear little fellow, you shall see him. (runs into cottage, r.) 

Major, (delighted) Frank, you're a lucky dog ; and if you 
lUn'' t make such a wife happy, you deserve to be made the 
most miserable husband in Christendom. 

Frank. Trust me, uncle, I know the value of the treasure I 
am about to possess, (at this moment Peter White enters from 
the cottage, R., carrying in his arms a child in long clothes) 

Peter, (coming down, l.) Ladies and gentlemen, allow me 
the pleasure of introducing to you Master Peter, my son and 
heir, who will, with your permission, when able to spout, have 
the honour of making you a speech, and return you his re- 
spectful thanks for your kind reception of his Pa and Ma I 

Curtain* 
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[Ulsa Keiitliig] bull 






■a.. .. .'. .. 5 \ 

»-U,ML(ft,flrsm.,B(.3Tn1pMll] • \ 
Ml n-oid,, dmm., u biud \ 



Esmenildk, bnrL, p >. .. 
Ditto, 10 bliiil pirCa „ 

FiilrlIelen,opet«,p V , 

FiirRoaiunond'i Buwer.bBTLjPTM ffj 

Finland, liilw play, pi... t rt 

FaJflfl Al&mu graham] opera, 
F«I>e Alarm. [King] opera, p, 

FincliettD,Ipcretta,pT D (Tj 

Fanner, opera, p V B ^ 

Fatber snd Son, drama, fi band pti S M 
Field of aoiH of aold, burl., pT..,tt M 

Foitunla, eitcav!, D bwd puta "!lS H 

Forty Thievea, opera, p T I <l 

Fntbl<ivoli.linrl,pT ._ ...SO ol 

Dltui, B band parti IE ItJ 

FraDksnneln.burLetiandparta .., S >l 

Prederlek UiB Great, opera, p V .„ * Oj 

Geraldliie,pT„ '.'.'.10 9] 

Golden f^«ee,<Dng, "I'm itlll .,. j 

Oraiiella,ainula,p"T ',',', !!!lO Oil 

GoyMBnncring, drama, pT ...10 M 

DIUo.S bund part 5 

Hamlet, Brive-dlgger"a ions and 

HarcfbrdBrJdge,n|«ra,pT -- 3 < 
HsrvestHnincputoriilcantattpTtll ( 

Hoonied Tower, comic opera, 

Rlghlind Litnle B^leC, n bond pta. 8 I 
HlKhlindBeEl,openi,pv .„ " ■ 

Hlgb Life below Stain, toRg, • 

Honse that Jnck D^'li, ttHi «e 
Dl-treaUd Trovntare.p. t...... 

miHt, s bind pani ..,.,.. 
niotlrloui Strauger, p. T, ..,.. 
Tni-lntCbl*, The. opm>, p. » 



'Aek Bheppird (sons* i"J 




„.-to, Iflband iBira.... 
Hciiu. bivrl. toll vocal scuri 

iMirtliiuitofVeiUccdmpub.i 

"■^,11*. - 

_.J«,tnght'«DreiLm,(Kih 
HIUUirBHlTTnylor.p.v. . 



Uticlilef-Uiikinft, 
MoMtnr JttqocL,^ 
UOlher QsOB, tauL, 

iMta, biirt'e Wa VifU ' - ■ ■ 

~br CmdKKitlier, niwn. p. T. 



Ifo Sfing, DD SanVi imef k, p. r. h. fl ( 
V^narJTyinl*, laliy phu'i p< '■ ■■■ > < 

IdtoB^ 7Zi« iVwn, p. r. 3 < 



Paal and VirfctoLft, open, p. ^ 
PMuLii((ToniofCovBoirv,oiier»Ji.». ■ 

Per5ll«,linrl. p-v. •> 

Pet Dore [OODnod] ctm. op. (tall tjc 
Plnitei, opan, p.T. 

Dtiio, 4 band parti 

Fsor Soldier, opera, p. r. 

Frizf, The, opera, p,v. 

Fimiiilioors. [P)aiicti^jMl"Mora 
Fun la Koota [Uia Keating] p. j. 

Qoiier,p.if. 

BarBioiid pnd Afntt, B band pana 1 
RaysioDd and Agnea, opera, p. r, "^ 
BohKo7.p.T. 

DttlOiB tiandparia 

Hobln Ilood, bori. p. T. 

Sltio, B band pina 

RsblnMin GrDsoe, p.T 

Bleepliigi^utr [UlH Kea'aag] p 

SIgnor Pantaloon, p. T 

Snisg Swilnt, v.K. opening cbonic ■ 
Siilnr'a SacrfHce, 11 bandparU...." 

SweelheaKa anil Vives, p. V 

SwiMCottaRe, p. » 

anB.'lTie, opora, p, V 

Snn-in-lBW, 0|iera, p.r. 

SlegeofBolgrade, opera, p.T. 

Shepherd of CoumoDlLltp, p. t-.»-.. 
Sardanipalna, I ngedy, cnHra mode 

Tell vdtb » vngoaiioe, p. V. ,...., 

Tale of Uyiterj, opera, p!t. ..'.'.'.] 
Tlmcincttii Tartar, opera, p. r...., 

Tarnplke Oale, open, p. v.. . , 

nirce end tbe Deu«e. open, B.r. . . 

Vim^imand EUnah.p.r. 

Vampire.* bandparla 

Wbile BufMi nf i-apperaip. r, " 

IXtta,e baodpcrlB .-.., 
William Tell IBrmiBli] p. r. , 
White Cal (KeUiUK] p. t, . . , 
White Cat [PlaneUiT] Mi uoi 
1111111100(00 and Cat, I band 

WeliliOirl.oreitnrcfnllBiH 

WUlov Paltnn FlaU. R band paru 7 
VaIlace,U«ra of SeotI'd, opera, pTi ~ 

WhfrtUwHelrlDperetip.Y.'"" '■ 
Who atota Die eloek, opanbDaB^T. 

W»ddingpar,oper«,p.T. 

WidowiBeirtielied, operetta p.»..l 
Wind»r Ci>UBiimand]op,bntl,p.T. _ 
Vellow Dwarf [Hlia Kaating] p. 11 4 
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Ici on pade Frangais, The Trials of Tompkins, Jack's D«ligrht,^ The Silent 

System, An Ugly Customer, Nursey Chickweed^ On and Off, A Bace for a 

Widow, I*ve written to Brown, Peace and Quiet, Bath Oakley, Gossip, 

Truth asd Fiction, Cruel to be Kind, The Belle and the Boor, 

The little Sentinel, ate. &c. 
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A CHARMING PAlli. 

ffirst Performed at the Roytil Pflrteess'a Thtalre, 

{under rte Marm.ge.ment of Mr. G. Vining), 

On Wedneadai/, May 'Zlth, 1863. 



»re, DOVETAIL SPLICER (a Marryiati 
BaeheloT) M«. B. I 

MAJOR BOANEBGES BOUNCER (Inig 
of the Jfenfial Tigert) Ur. FrraAWt 

MR. LYCUROUS SMTTHE {ijf Pump- 
coiiTl, Tempk) Mr. BELuins. ■ 

BOB (hU Servanl) Mr. Cockbem.. ' 

MISS S0PH0NI8BA 81MPEET0N Mrs. H. Maubtob. 

I CLEMENTINA (bouncer's ICi/o) Mies Mabum Jobeh. 
^AH (Alaid Scrvani) MibbM.Hbmim 
I 
6puc 



IkmhE—Sovnccr Hail. Time — IWiiM Day. 
Time of Jliprusntation — 10 miiiutet. 



(SotUumeti. 



fipucen. — Puli!onNbl« miming sait, 

EMyTHE,--Eiaggemted "^et op," — light blue ahot* BMrt, Ulg«* 



waiBttoat, &o, 

it (buttanud aoroBB), bright b 



pattMnod plnid truvfsera, whi 

BnumiKn. — Duk blae tail 
grey trownerB, Sic. 

Bob. — Footman's lirery. 

Clrhenitna, — Wbito mnglin drau. 

SoFHOHiaBA.—CoqnettUU "njalseBp," kidicatiraof 
of Mtnma jnTenility. 
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ScP.KE. — A tcilefitll'j-fieifwlird .Aparlmeiil in a Cminlry House 
— Iiorge uld-fatliioaed ■wiiidtnt at baek^bco duers, H. 
— hco duoi'K, L.^Table, toUU lerUliu} tuala'iab, L. c. — Arm 
abatr—Sofa—Piclura, tie., i£e, 

JSn/n* Bob and Susan, n.— Bqh eai-riee a porlinanteau ia one 

hand, aiul u coi^ bcj in the other; over each ana lie airria 

railieaj/ rugt, <tc. 

Bob. WoU now, wliicli is to be master's room ? 

SCTBAX. (jwnUtn^) Through that door, and lirat to the left. 

Bob. Well, I muBt liuve a rest before I goes any further. 
I really believe nuuter mistakes me for a ui^er— here's a 
psetty lot of Itiii^s I've had to uarry from the Matiou ! 

fios.ra. Ah ! he's a rare hand at a. visit, is Mr. Splicer. 

liou, 'Wistti hiswisits is wieitationa; {aUering his manner) 
but I say, Susan, are you as fond o' me aa ever ? 

SuSAM. Lor, &Ir, Uob, in coursi: f am — ivhen do we set up a 
BDUg little business uf our own, eh, Mr. Bob ? 

too, DoTi't talk o' settin' up. Waster won't hear o' my 
geltiii' mairied I 

SOSAN. Won't hear of it? Why, I tJiought he was so fond 
of matrimony-, tiiat he's always making matchea among Lis 
friends. 

Bod. Ah ! liis friends— tliat'a another thing — he's an fond o' 
RMtving his friends, that he's determined to keep singln 
Htuelfi and eiuects me to keep so too I {confdenlialli/) You 
■M, mastor'e plan is this, as coon as he's knocked up a matali, 
ho invites hisSL'lf to spend a month with the happy couple; 
and he's got simh a hu'ge coiniesion in the matrimonial liiiB, 
tliat hia hoai'd and lodging don't cost hiin iiotlilug, all the year 
round— nor mine neither! 

ScHAS, Lawk ! Mr. Bob I 

Bod. {eoatimang) And as for rent and taxes, why, he don't 
know the wally o' tlie expression; he's like the gipsies — he 
don't live noveres in nartiklcr, bnt everyverea in general. 

**"'~ ** — ■' ' '"' jjalloa I how's this — nobod' 
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Bon. (Harlituj up) Hero he comes. I'd better take the | 
thing* up at once. Exit, I.. 

SusAs. {caUina) Straight on, Mr. Bob, and first door to the 
left. 

Enter Mr. Dovetail Splicer, k. 2. e. 

Dove. Ah ! Betty, delighted to see me, of cotrrse you are? 
{chiicl,:iher under the ehin) \ 

Susan. Ha' done sir. 

Dove. Bnt where are j-oiir respected roaster and fascina. 
ting miBtreea ? 

Susan. Master's gone out, nnd raiBsuE is a dressing, and s o't 
Misit Sophonisba. 

Dove. TVhat t dreEaing on my aeeOHiit? uow really tb«t'« 
toubiid. 

Sdhan. La, bless you 1 it ain't ou your account— there'a % 
geut come from town, a Mr. Smith. 

Dove. Smith? 

Susan. Yea, sir. Smith, with a y in It ! 

Dove, {npnmuqhj) Smythe, ray god girl, Snivthol Tlicro'* 
a vast difference between "Smith" and "SmytSie." {jpuixlttl) 
Now how the deuce did Smytlie get here? 

Sl'san. Don't know how he (jot here, sir, (fooking off) liut 
here he comeB, Exit l. i k. 

DfjVK. Eh I (advaHcing to vteet hint) Alt, Bmyihe, taj dear 
fellow ! 

Enter Smytiie, l, 2 e., Iremendoutti/ got up, iwi; enaggeraUd 

cQiliime, SydenhtuH irouseri, d-c. itt. 
How are yon ? 
SMVTirE. Wliatt Dovelnil, my hoy, this ia punctuality. 
Dove. Punctuality I you doii't raeun to say you expected 
me? 
Smytiie. Yea. 1 wrote to yun, at rodgara'K. 
Dove. Haven't been at Podgers'sl I'odgers was gone lo 
Paris, BO 1 went struight on from Podgerti'B, to Todgerg's. IT 
Todger»'B had been out, 1 should have started at once, for lh» 
Itodgers'e ; but how the deuc« have you introduced yDurself 
here, without my assistance? 

Shvthb. By the most fortunate coincidence; my friend 
(.'oguovit Browne, informs me tliat liis friend Boanerges Boun- 
cer, of Bouncer Hall, Bcdfonlfiliire, wialii's to conaull alawyer 
on urgent busine«g, and Browne beitii: unable to eo liimaer 
(tSbrs me the job; m away 1 Etnrt witli all the nrdoar of • 
L ^spiring bam'aicr, enger to secure his fctat ui ax^i w ' ' 
LJJEgfa gH hei-ejmt hn\( an hour, 
Wggr^. /*ot Where's Jioiujcer? 
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Smythe. Gone to raDHt me at llie station ; we've crossed 
each other on the road. ^ 

Dove, Well, he'll be back directly — the dinner hour's np- 
proaching! {rubbing hit hands) But I say, now for the little 
matrimonial sclieme, which is the real object of our miitiml 
visit to Booncer U^. (iaspeeti»g his tsoelume) I sde you have 
got youisetf up for the occasion. 

SsfTTHE. (complaeentig) Tea, three months' credit ; what do 
you think of 'em ? (turning round and round) Tliat's about tbu 
ilyle of thing, eh ? 

Dove. {criticaUji) Somewhat " Inud " perhaps ; but with mc 
for confidential pilot, success is certain, 

SwYTHE. {manotidy) You think so ? 

Dove. Tmnk so 1 I'm sure of it ; matcU-making !i my 
favourite occupation— my hobby — my mission I You know m y 
theory: happiness in marriage depends upon a combination of 
contrasts ; poor should mate with rich, dark with fair, stout 
with slim, fierce with gentle, — in short, it's the thitory of 
hymeneal antagonism, or connubial contradiction — a system 
which under my skilfid. guidance, never faila to result in indis- 
soluble concord, and perpetual liarmony ! 

Smythe. {admiringly) Quite my notion 1 especially rich 
with poor! {turns hit pockeU inaitle mit) 

Dove, treproachfully) And yet, you'd have married tliat 
penniless little Bella Johnson, if I hadn't prevented you. 
IjOtb in a cottage is ail very fine when you've mit the cottngel 
Why, my dear fellow, you could never have had a friend to 
dinner. 

Smythe, {mefutly) I shouldn't have liad any dinner at all I 

Dove. But fortunately I stepped in with my theory, to pra- 
TBnt BO absurd a proceeding. No, my dear fellow, 1 ve got a 
wife for you — a capital match— cliarming pair — five hundred 
a year, and a farm in Devonshire. 

ShXTiik. Ijonfidl;/) Magnificent 1 

Dove. (eomflaKnily) A trifle to wimt I sometimes do in 
matrimonial matters. I'm nothing short of a benufactor to , 
sodetyt {IriunwhanUy) And so sign. I'm an object of positive 
adoration to the numerous couples wiiose happine^is 1 liave 
caused, they all esteem me, revere me, raffle for me— I spend 
a montJi wiih one, eh. weeks with the other. I fish [lere, shoot 
(bore — at this very moment, I'm booked for eleven months out 
9f the twelve^ and when you're married, I'll spend the odd 
montti with you ! 

SKTTHE. (enfrgetimlly) Montli 1 (arcups Ids liniuti loss*, 
«fr, a terai of vesrs I 

Dove. But isaj.you must BlvikewHWalXwttoiiftVii^.. "^w*^ 
bad better see Miss tfophoni&ba M owcc. 
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Smythe. ijMOKinghj) I Aaee Been her. 

Dote, (garpiiscd) "^ou have ? 

Smytbe. Yes, {mysiefhaely) I w&i just taking a turn toand 
the garden, ■when I perceived a delightful young creature 

Dove, (stopping him) I bag pardon, did you say a delightful 
^oung creature ? 

Shythe. MoBt decidedly. 

Dove, (aside) Well, there's no accounting for taite. (aloud) 
Goon. 

Shttiig. {eontinaing) A delightful young creature, clad in 
virgin white, seated book in hand, beneath a weepiDg willow. 
My heart immediately eickimed "Tia she." 

Dove. {mrprUed) He's either very ahort-sighted, or enter- 
tains liberal notions on th» score of juvenility, (aloud) Well, 
you threw yourself at her feet of course? 

Smyths. No I didn't. 

Dove. At any rate, yon burst into a torrent of paisionate 
ciplanation ? 

Smythe. No, I never was much of a hnnd at a tonent, »o 
before leaving l^ump Court, I concocted a written declaration of 
my sentiments IfiomplaeenUy] — a glowing thing, sir, glowing — 

DovK. Well. 

Smytiib. Well, I cautiously stepped behind the willow, and 
while the lovely creature turned her graceful head aside, 1 
slipped the flowing effusion into her book, and — vanished ! 

DovB. (aside reJlecHag) Um, well, it may tickle the old girl's 
notion of the romantic — (looking off) Halloa! here she comes — 
now then I'll introduce you in diia form— now mind bow you 
play your cards — live hundred a year and a farm in Devon- 
sliire 1 Vou lucky dog, you. 

SuTTtiE. [asidi nermmsly) Five hundred and a farra~l'ni in 

Bucb an awful twitter, I can't look at the lovely creature for 

the life of me. (nervously pulls vphis collar,arrangeshis Aatr,iCc.) 

Enter Miss Sofuonisba Sihpertoh, l. 2. e., her drett tkiMet 

an exaggeraUd aeaumptiun of txlreme javenilUg, 

Miss S. (simpering) What, llr.SpIieer! 

Smytife. (nrafit) What a dear little voice. 

Dove. (Kho)iaiim«inwhUtpallanaykiuediAl^9Sn*et'R7m'i 
ftanrf) Yes, my dear Miss Simperton, Mr. Splicer heartily at 
your service. (a»ids to Miss S.— pointing lo SM¥TUE)~the sub- 
ject of our recent correspondence. 

MissS. (starting affectcdbj) Oh, my heart! (looking at 
Smythe) hut yaa said he wa« Iwndsome. 
Dovn. (etiasirvlg) A — a — if not p^ec■\«^y VwvAwmw, Ws 
roung. He'Sl improve with lime; Uia (uh.Vivtcb'hiW ™\b,t»— 
<'evelope~cspandl (aetde to 6my mi^ tiow '.Vb, ttrS* * 



w 



A CHAIIJIINQ PAIR. 



graceful attitude. (Smtthe makei a ludicrous attempt at the 
graeeftd — aloud) Allow me, my dear luadam, to preient to 
you — (aside lo SuYTvt} EyeB, modcfltly cast down — a little 
omotion — turn your toes out. (Bmythe ludicrously obeys each 
of thest injnnciiowi) Allow me to present to you, my much 
esteemed friend, Lycurgus Smythe, of Pump Court, one cf 

the future omomentB of the Uritiah Bnr, whose agitation 

{atide to SsrifTHEJ Sigh I (Skythe sigJie) Louder ! (Smtthe 
g^k* violentiij) Whose agitation is only equalled by his anxiety 
to become ucquaioted with the charming owner of so many 
divine perfections. 

Miss S, (l., in afiuUer of Might) Oh, Mr. Splicer 1 

Dove, (c, osirfefo Smvtue) OUnce tenderly upwards ! 

Smvthe. (r., raising hii ajis and beholdmg Miss 8.) Bless 
my soul ! (staggering bach) 

Dote. What's the matter? 

Smtthb. That isn't the one. • 

Dove. (haslUn) Oli, yes it ia, though ! 

SuTTHB. {pulling Mm by the coat tail) But I tell yott it isn't. 

DovB. {hastily) Allow me to know, will you ? 

Miss S. {aside to Dovetail) What does he say ? 

Dove, (to Miss S.) He says he's fascinated— spell-bound. 

Miss 8. {affecttdly) The effect I generally produce. Do you 
think I might with propriety venture to address him ? 

Dove, (approvingly) By all means. 

MlBS S. {nrnperiaghj) Mr. Stnythel 

Shythe. [starting) Eh! 

Mies S. A— a— liave you confided— a— a— the e 
your visit to my niece, Clementina? 

Smytue, Clementina! (nji'de) Who's Clementina? 

Miss 8. I saw you approach her just now, {affeetedh/) 
where yon weeping willow bends its tearful branches towards 
the crystal stream! 

Smythe, Weeping willow t (aloTling, aside to DovETXtL) I 
■ay, it's the weeping willow— I mean it's Clementina, I should 
prefer. 

Dove, (to Smythe) The devil it ia— perhaps you are not 
aware that the weeping willow is Mrs. Bouncer. 

Smythe, Mrs. Bouncer! {aindc, abimied) And I've served 
her witha written declaration. 

Dove, {ahud, resuming) As regards my friend Smythe's 
possessions, they are at present— uiconsiderahle, (Smythe con- 
etaied hj Dove, agnin twjts his^ockels iitside out) bnt his future 
prospects are brilliant in the eitieme, "whWe b% "[t^ii';.V»*\»*, 
edisTACter. ibrtiine, figure, never -wute anVvn^ to-oV-cM** «> , 
wonderfii/Jy calculated to blend and \\MV[wt(a.a-,'ad&«~""~^ 
yoii were made by nature for each ol\iet\ 
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Mias 3. {laagiiUhingly) I begin to think we wei^ 

SMyTiiG, (cmde) If so, she was made rather too boki 
all I 

Dove. (toBMYTHE) Howthen, throw yourself on yourlu.,__ 

Smytue. But I say, I've got on a new pair of Sydenhaiiwl 

DiiVE. Never mind 

Smythe. (dtmbl/ullt/) They're rather a tight fit, yon know 
— a— a there » seventeen and BjiponGe at stake, (kneeling) 

MiBS S. (affectedlij) Rise, his. Smythe, rise, were we to be 
observed — rise, I entreat. 

Smythe. (rising) That's lucky, inexprettjbly lueky; ''"" 
EQCuncl would have done the basinese. 



In. and Mrs. Bouncrr, r, 2 e., qwaridli 



Bouncer. 1 eay it 
Mrs. B. laaviti; . 
HotTNC. I tell j'ou, yon did 1 
" " ' ■• uld' ■ 



I aUDUHK I 

I 

loy. him I 



Mr3. B. I tellVou I didn' 

BotJNG. Mrs. Bouncer, you're an idiot ! 

Mrs. B. Mr. Bouncer, you're out of your mind. 

Dove. Halloa 1 how's this? Ah, Bouncer, my boy, 
are you ? here I am you see. 

BtiitNC. (iti0y) Yea, I see you are. (fiatu hi» back on him) 
That intiminl fellow agaiu. 

Dove, {turning to Smytiie) A — a — their usual aereni^ 
seems a litllo ruffled^ — a pasiing cloud, {turning to Miw. 
BouNUEIt) Ah! channing Mra. Bouuoer, I needn't ask how 
you are I 

Mas. B, [itiffla) I"™ (juite well, thank ynu, Mr. Splicer. 
{tuna av>aij) That meddhng fellow come to stop attain. 

Dove, {lurprmitj Mr, Splicer 1— a— a — 1 see— the heat of 
tlie weather. 

BouNC. {middeady peredeing Suytiie) IlitUoal whothedenl 
are yonl 

bJlYTUE. {bowing, alarmed, and glammermg) Mr. Smyths— 
a — a — of Pnmp Court. 

BoiTNC {abrv.pUy) Ah! to be sure. Mr. Pump of Smythe 
Court, How are you, Pump? -,^ 

Bmythe, i&aidly) Not PumpiW,— Sroytho! 

BoUNC. An! precisely — we'll go into business after dinner. 
Mr. Pump Court, of Sniytlie— (coireeU'no Miittelf) I mean Mr. 
Court Smythe, of Pump— t;fej'M/j) Wliy, what a devil of a 
natne you've got. (a-owet to Mits. Bou'KtXR) 

SUYTKB. {owle to Dovetail, looking at Mrs. Bouncer) 
Tliat's the weeping willow, sure euougk, hook and all. (ol 
Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 
Bouse, (approaching Mrs. BotJSCEH, w'lo it pouting^Jj 
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look so infernally lilack. matlRm ! Do you wish tho i/liulo 
1. world to suspect oar domoBtic disogrceioeiitR ? 
1 Mrs. B. I ilon't tare what they Busiiect, Mr. Bouneer. 

BouNC. (flside.Jiemely) Smile, maiim, I commandyonto 
Bmile. (aloud, and assviiuiig a hiaiid tnanna-) A — a — dearest 
love— how— a— a— hovf do you like the novel I brought you? 

Mks. B. (smiling convulgaxly) A — a— raost charoiins work. 
(giving Mra boo!:) A— a— I haven't looked at (he stupid trash, 
(alottd) Tou'U get me the second volunie, dear. 

BouNC. (aside, angrily) Dear 1 call mo dnckey ! 

BiKa. B. (tra^axUy) Duckey 1 1'd die first ! 

Dove, (admirii^bj to Smythe, jmntivg to Me. 'tnil Mrs, B,) 
Touchmg specimen of conjugal harmony, a. clianning pair, 
they'd fetch the priae medal at a turtle-dove show. 

gMTTHE. (aside} Turtle dovea ! roaring lions 1 

BoUNC. (teho hat raeanwhiU, mei'hanteall'j opened book jwi'- 
eeiviTig SmyVie's note) Halloa, why what's this ? a devilish 
auspicious three cornered epistle io my wife's Iwok 1 a— a — I'll 
eiamme the coutoittH when alone! (Meakkily puts it ia Mt 
poeleet) 



Enter SfaAK, L, ir. E, 
BdBAK. If you pleaso, sir, dinner's ready. 
Dove, (ddighlal) Aha! dinner, .joyful sound— del 
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Mrs. B. ( to Mr, B., mho is ehakiiig /Us fiat at a 
nary individttal) Don't you hear, dinner's ready, my dear V 
Boira<.'. I know it is, love I 

Mks. B. Then perhaps you'll lead the way, sweet I 
Bouse, (griaiding his (eetJi) "With plensure, poppet, (aside) 
I l)um to inspect tliat three-cornered epiaile. 

Exit into dining room, u u, e. 

Dove. (Io Mks. B.) Charming hostess 1 (offerivj hit arm) 

Mrs, B. (taking Dove'b artit, but IwJdag after her hv^emd) 

I won't speak a word at dinner, and I'll iaint the minute it's 

over. Exncnl Dove and Uub. B., l. tj. e. 

Smythe. (to Miss 8.) Aliem ! might I be permitted tJie 

felicity 

MiHB S. (langviahingly) He's very attentive. I — I— begin 
to think hell do. {looks round tit Smttiie, and si^hg affectedly) 
Heigbol 

Smythe. (glajtdng teadtrly ett Miss S.) Iloiglio 1 (asitle at 
th^ go out) Oh, isn't she getting fond of roe, that's all ? 

Eaetint into d&ang room, L. U. E. — it begins to get dark, 

Hghtt gradwdiy dowu. 
m. (initiating) Love, HW'eet, poppet ! why, what's the 
ririthmaBterandnifSBUE? Ah,iVgB.ft'jivi\<itt\ii'w««!i'yi.'«i. 
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Soplionisba's here ; they don't like to quarrel before her, be- 
cause they've an eye lo her money. HoUoal it's getting dark, 
I'J bettor light the caudlea while tliey're at dinner, [begins 
lighting candlw in candelabra on tabk during Oie eituviHg eon- 
venaHim wiUi Box) 

Enter Bob wUh an enoniious atae& tf plates uadar hi* arm, 

Bob. {fvefully) Here's a pretty treatl Wlial'Btbe use o' m\ 
commin' ou' wisiting. I'm expected to help wait at table 
now. Master lenilH me out liice a wojume o' the pulonr 
library. I really believe ho takes me for a uigger ! 

Susan. Then why don't you give notice, Mr. Bob, like r 
lad o' spirit. 

Bob. Bscanse, I am't saved up enough lo retire upon yet. 
But 1 won't Btand it much longer, Susan. I'll give him a nJnl 
o' ray matrimooinl intentions, this werry night, (ut this moiitent 
a tremtndotu smatkiiig of arockery it heard ovtMde) 

Bob. (atormaf) What's that? 

Susan, (alarmvl) Lawk a-muftey, if it iui't master in one of 
his tantrums. * 

Bob. {horrAlu alarmed) Tantrums— 
■omewhere ! 

SuBAN. Quick, Mr. Bob, or vie shall be spidioated I 

£<m. Well, tliis is a precious start. 
Exeunt Bon and Susax, wi alarm, b. 1 s, 
tiiuuking qf oi^oekeiy heard outside. 

Be-etUer hovac^s-furiovMly, followed by Dovetau., i 

Dove. Really, my dear sir, tbis behaviour it most extra- 
ordinary. 

BouNc. ijiuihing amay DovET* 
not to stem the avalanche, to re 
volcano. 

Dove. But I'll appeal to anyone, sir; you rise from tabic, 
and without any perceptible or obvious motive, you suddenly 
smash the soup lureen ! 

BoUNC. (aside) I Braashed it, sir, because I thought proper, 
and if you don't mind, sir, {seizing Dovetah.) why, damme, 
I'll smash you! 

DovB. But my dear sir — [luide) One might as well argne 
with an ignited powder magadne 1 

BoUNC. {aride, cUncbing htr Jist) A maudlin sentiment^ 
love letter — a three cornered declaration — and to Mrs. Bouncer! 

Dove, (beteHdered) But after all, whal's the matter? 

Bocxc. (liereekf) The matter is, sir, tliut this state of I 
eaitaot coatiaoe .' 
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Enter {during last words] Mm. Bouncer, l. v. b 

Mbs. B. Ko, sir, it certainly caDnot. 

BoDHC. {itopping short) And why the devil can't it, > 

Mna. B. Because sir, 1 — I — rm — {sobbing— too ui 
happy! 

Dove, (starling) Unhappy ! you, tho model couple ! 

BOUNG. {sarcatlicollg) toe roadel vib&t? hat ha 1 

Hits. B. We're nothing of tlie sort I 

BOUNC. We're wretched I 

Mas. B. Miserable I 

Dove, {aatoauded) But why, whose fault is it? 

Bouse, Whose fault ia it ? why yoarti 1 

DovB. (jtartoiff) Mine I 

BoDNc. It's you, who put it into our heads, 

Mns, B. It's you who got up the mulch ! 

Mb. and Mrs. B. {togeHier vkilenlly) It's all your fault,! 

Dove, {alia-med) But, bless my hoiJ, I 

BOUKC. Her temper's awful 1 

MfiS, B. His a^;rBvation's friglitful ! 

BouNC. If I aay black- — 

Mrb. B. {intarvptiiy) He says white. 

Dove. Well, colour's a deceptive question, what does i 
matter ? 



Mas. B. And 1 can't endure cold. 

BouNC. (^contiiming) Well sir, the hotter I am, the mora 
coals my wife puts on I 

ADtS, B. Hu know's I'm chilly, and he will have the window 
Open, 

lioiTNC. Because tlie clilmney smokes. 

Mrs. B, And why ? becanse you're always poking the fire ! 

BouNC. (aareastiatUi/) 'Pon mj word, thingsaro coming to a 
pretty pass, when a man mnstu't poke his own lire I 

Dove, (coaxingli/) Now— there— there— do you know, my 
dear friends, theee little varieties of opinian are tho beat proof 
that nature iutendedyou for ertcli otlier. I'm a judge of theie 
tliingS) look at the scores of charming paira I've brought 
about. There's the Brownsmitlis 

BoUNC. Aha, the hnsband beats hia wife. 

Dove, (surprised) Eh I well, there's tlie Maoiutoahea 

Mrs. B. The wife beais her liusbatid. 

DavE. Bless my soul ! but come now, you'll admit that thb 

Biflgdoves 

JBo uHC. They're in the Divorce Court. Sir Cresswell Cr esg- 

' ill decide between tliera ! 
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Dove, {aMoniektd) What, yoa astonish me ! {pulla outpoA^ 

BoUNC. (Hercel^) And do you know, sir, (looldfig at hit wife) 
it strikes mo very stTongly, we sliull aoon be in the siune 
predicament ! 

Mrs. B. AiVhat sir t (wrtatniag) Aha, I feel I'm going to 
hint 1 {falli into a chair, L. c. witi begins lapping wieh herfttt] 

BOUNC. Faint away, madam ; faint aB much an you please. 
Halloa 1 ble<a my loul. {toolca off) Here's aunt Stmpertonl , 
coming. Don't faint, madam I I, your husband, command you 
not to faint I 

Dove, [alarmed) No ! for goodneaa' sake, don't faint, (atidt) 
By Jove, she'll inspire the old girl with an aversion to matri- 
mony ; that ^»ill never do I (r^crrvig to pocket book) I've font ' 
months unoccupied as it is ! j 

Enter Miss BiMPEitTON, L. 

Miss S. laffaUedly) I declare yon've loft ma all alone with 
Mr. Smythe, How very emfcarrassinfj ? a tite-a-tcte with a 
youthful stranger ia a most trying position for a young peraon 

like myself— so profiting by tfte entrance of the dessert 

! Dove. (Itorrified) The dessert, my dear madam ; why, I've 

Itad no dinner yet ! {hattilg approaches door of dining room 

Hbs. B. {iBiSiraumtedtappitigoffe^) Mynervesl myrerT«l 

Mias S. {pa-oa.ving Mns. BocHCEn) What do I behold I Cle- 
mentina fainting ! Mr. Dovetail, help I a smelling bottle I 

DOVB. A smelling bottle I {hastily turning bam) \— I nXvriLyt 
carry one ; inhale, my dear madam, inhale I {atide) II*w cou- 
foundedly provoking. 

Misa S. {affectedly) I'oor suffering creature I we must twsiit 
her into the gniden. 

Dote. The garden by all moans; the air will revke Itw. 

This way— accept my arm — permit me— allow me — ((wife) 

Tiiey'll clear dinner away, aod I'm positively einking from 

j aheer inauffieiency of retreshment. 

I EsewU Dovetail, Mrs. Bouncer, onrf Misa Siupukton, K. 

Borsc. {aione) Faint! hal hal shea no more iaint tlum I 
am. She's only fainting to s^iitemel but some decisive step 
must be taken at once — something crushing — ovecwhelmtDg 1 
(prodaeiay ItUer from hk piKiccI, reading) " Should forttnia 
; ever make thee mine." Come that's cool. " Signed, Lycia; "" ' 
Now who the devil's Lycurgus ? 

ife-«n/Bi'SMTTnE«i£!ft naplin round fat neck, L. n, ) 
Smytiik. Well, they've poculifti- oolions on the su 

dinuer in this family. Instead of saying grace, the n . _ 

tile hone gets up, smfislies the dinnei: Mtvice, »nd i.l\aii tiuUm 
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wildly from the table. Halloa I {alarmed) there he k. I~I 
don't feel altogether comfortable. 

BOUNC. Yes, BOme terrific blow must inatsntly be struck ! 
fpereetiwj Smythe) Aha ! Mr. Pump Court, of Sniythe ! (rusA- 
ttig at him) the very man I want. Pump Court, I require 
your professional advice. 

Smytue. {aside, delighted) It's all right. Sii and eight- 
pence at last I ^> 

BOUKC. Pump Court, I've caiiae for BUSpicionE. 

Smtthe {importantly) SaspcionB I veiy good things to have. 

Bound, (iforcefjr) What, rh ! I say, I've cause for BuspiciouB 
of the most alarming description, respecting Mrs. Bouncer. 

Shtthc. {$urprued) Ehf 

BooHC. Su8pieionB,iio Isay, sir? I've proofs, written proofs. 
What do yoii soy to that, sir (" {holding SiiYTB]L'Bldter up (olUi 
ey<^) 

Smythk. (slarlirig, ruide) The glowing effileion, by Jupiter 1 

BouNC. I found that wretched do^el in a book, which has 
JUBI left her hand. Now then, sir, sit down at that table— we'll 
Just draw up a statement of pHTticulars. 

Smythe. (confused) A— a — by all mcana. {a^'de) I'd give 
Bomething to be in Pump Court at this moment, {sits down at 
tabU) 

BotiNC. {looking at lellergarcaatkallff) Ha! ha! Lycurgus! 

Smythe. (mechamcallt/ starting) Eh I 

Bouse, Tlie raBcal'B name's Lycurgus 1 {aareaeticailii) What 
a. name I 

Smythe, {titling dmon at table, i.. c, again offended) Well 
names are a matter of fancy, you know. 

BoUNC. Some ass of a fellow, I've no doitbt. 

Smytbe. {offended) I'm not so Bure about that. 

BOUNc. How should you loiow anything about the matter, 
airV {/tereeli/) Go on writing, sir — " I, Uoanerges Bouncer, of 
Botincer Hall, Bedfoidshirc.^ 

SUTTHE. (writing) " I, lioanergea Bouncer, of Bouncer 
HrH, Bedfordshire. ■ 

BouN'C. {relapsing into u fury) Lycurgus, indeed 1 {strelchiiig 
aaross table, and seizing &MV4'itE o>/ the hair of the head) If 
ever I come across lycurgus, I'll smash him, sir — I — I'll 
knock hiB head off~a— a— ((uiMfinj? SMYXitE's head round and 
rmiitd) — m spin him round and round, like a teetotum I 

Smytiib. {roanng) I say, mind what you're about, air ; my 
hajr's real yon know ! Q 

BotiNC. {strvdc by a sudden idea) If I could only obtain a 
line of the fellow's writing— 

Smythe. {a-side, luirribli/ alamied) Murder ! he'll recognise 
tbe band ! {aeites inkstand, and upsets it over paptr) 
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Boosi.-. Why, what tlie devil are you about, atv? 
Bmythe. (con/used) A— a — you see I was jost dotting 

BoBNC. {holding up paper, whidi is tmothered in ini) Is tUt 
the way you generally dot your Vs, sir ? Why, what sort of f 
i'ump Court are you ? „ 

Smtthb. (^wfully confused, itammering) You see— I— r« 
not exactly the thing, and so — a — a feeling rather out of soHh 
I — I mistook my ri^t hand for my left — a — and 

BoUNC. (roaring) Put your foot in it, precisely! 
Re-eater Dovetail hastily, mth a letter in his hand, r. 

Dove. I'm happy to announce that the tapping lias abated. 
All! LycnrgUB, my boy I (oxwii'nj toe) 

BoUNC. (starting) Lycurgua ! 

Smvthe. (odWe) I'm done for. 

Dove. I've just received your letter; they've sent it onfifloi 
Podgers's. 

BouNo. {seuilng leUer) Havolhoy? (ojtdff) I'll clear up mjf 
Buspidone. 

Dove. (Oartiiig) Why, what is the matter, now? 

Smvthis, (to DoVKTAtL, frcmbling tii eoerjf limb) It's all ay 
with me now I he'a got the effuBion 1 

BOUHC. {tnho mtanwhUr. has been coiiqmra^ the tw lelttn) 
Am I live, the same handwriting, (rushing up to SiKias, and 
seising him bjf Ote collar) Scoundrel I 

Smythe. (stniggling)! sayl Halloa — help — police — muidtf 
— hit 

Dov£. (idarmed) My good sir, you're strangling a reipecC- 
able bairiflter. 

BouNC. («7Uariii7 up af Smytiie) You a respectable barristaiv 
then here's damages for you. Come on I 

Smvtue. Here— help — murder 1 

Dove. Really, my dear sir, this is most unpardooBble belu- 
Tiour, to one of the futm'e ornaments of tlie British bar. 

Botmc. {fighting) I'll omatncut him ! - 

Enter Mbs. Bounceu, r. 
Mji8. B. What fearful noise is this ? Ah, ray hoaband 
fighting I (Kteamt) Ah! 

UoUMc. (leaving offfigMng, and harrifing round) Oh I it's 
you, is it, madam ? Do you recognise that epistle, nudara ? 
^>e»kaer) 

Mbs. B. {taking Utter, surprised, readvig) " My dear Dovi- 
tail I who's Yoar hatter?" 

HouKO. (im/Kttientli/ talcing it back)'^'i\\\ia!Ct.'0^^-mxs^tm^ 
■Dove, (bawling) It you'll only Uslea VU mb^**"- 4^H 
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BOUNC. ffoaring) Silence, sir ! now, madam, perhaps you 
recognize tuis letter ? [xoiih withering aareaam) From Lycurgua, 

Mrs. B. lindi^piaiUli]) Lycurgus! 1 never heard of LycurgnB I 

ElovB. {bamhng) Of couvse, she hasn't ; don't I tetl you the 
lettai was destined for somehody else. 

BouKC. Then who's tlie someuody else? (fiercely/) Pi-oduco 
yoor eomebody else. 

Enter Miss Simfekton, r. 2 e. 

Dove. Aha ! a timely arrivRl. Miss Simjierton, for whom 
iu this future ornament of the British bat introduced himself 
iere? (orowss to Miss Simperton— jnwnfl'w to SuvTiiii, 
uftdse haii' ta rumptecl, /lis craval untiea, ana who altogether 
bokt antithisg but " ontametdaC) 

UiSS a. (affeetbig girlish ihj/neaa, and jilayiag coyly viitii tier 
drwx) He — he— he — I — 1 don't know whether I ought. 

JJovE. {tragicaUy) Speak 1 to ptevent manslaughter I Speak t 

~*^"lS. {fitarlimj) Heavens 1 then I will no longer conceal 
I youthful barrister sought these sylvan shades for 

KC, [iii^aliaUly) Fur wliom, madam, for i?kom? 
M S. (UatgiiiiltiagJy) For me ! 

'Bomic. (to Miss Simperton) For youl why, what the 
devfl do you want with a youth ful barrister ? 

Dote, Now. n^ dear Iloiuicer, don't you see that the gloomy 
effuuon was addresaed to her. 

Misa S. ij>u,rpriied) Kffusion, air I What effusion 'I 

fioiTMC. {seomfully) EduEionl Confusion! i^he knows 
Dgthing of the effusion ! 

Dove. How should she ; she never received the effusion I 

Shvtui:. {gtammering) Owing — a~a — to a slight mistake 
A— ■— of the postman's 1 

Dove. Who accidentally dropped it into the wrong box. 

Boirac. {bewildered) The wrong box I 

Dove. (rorrecUng Mviself) The wrong book, I mean ! The 
book Mrs Bouncer was reading. 

Mm. B, {fUtoTiialuid) The book X was reading ! I've seen 
MO effusion ! 

DOVB. Of conrse yon haven't, hut your husband has. {to . 
BoinacKR, impatiatthj) Now do yon understand? 

BoDNc. {Jilterhj hcwikkred) I'll be hanged if I do. You're 
tiying to bamhooiilB mo, liul it won't do. 

MtBS 8. (to DmiNCEJ!) llnldl intemperate touwV \— \ wnit.w, 
(martwsfy) iheyonthful Lycurgua \b wot, \ivi\:\«ft^siTiVl.o ■!&>;. 

Boasc. (foarinp) The devil he ian'lX ^sli-imli lnj a souJAeWi, 
rOea} Bf Jove, he's come after her raoTvev \ «. Vift a.V.wKSj''- w 
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defraud me of mi^ lawful expectations, (approaching Suttbe] 
I've nu particular wuh to alarm you, air, but I'm going to pitch 
you out of window. 

SUVTUE. {runni'ig away, alarined) Keep off, air— youVe 
damagecl a bran new suit ; a — a — you shall hear from me, »ir. 
{geldng round ta it.) 

D(iVE. (aside to S^iivthe) I say, you'll not give up a capital 
match in thiH ignominious manner? 

SifYTHE. (atide) Not a bit of it. I'm going, (mysteriorul'/) 
but I'm comine back again, {hieviedl!/ approaddiig Alias Siii- 
rHKTiw) Lovdjr creature, meet me here in an hour. 

Misa S. ilanguUhingly) May I trnst yon, Lycurgus? 

SsiYTHE. Bewitching maiden, you may, you may. I'll 
brave all dnngers for thy eweet Bake. 

Bouse, (to Dovetail) What's that he's saying ? 

UOVG. (refrtfo/in^r) How should I know, sir? ifitriit away, 
and tddreaaes Mk9. Bouhcek, wlio laTn$ away from Iiirn) 

SM¥T]IG. (jilvekiag up asptn^ I say, sir, that the Britiili 
Bar has been outraged, and Pump Court incalted ia my person. 
I'll bring an action, sir — Besauk and battery — tinee— damages— 
incarceration — eWermination. 

BouNC. (/ui-iDiM) Ciet out of my house, sir ! (Smitub cum 
offinatarm K.J 

Uiss 'A. [ande) A secret assignation 1 {aeUle) Poor yonitg 
man, how devotedly lie loves mo; I'll pack up my things in 
case lie isliould aalc me to elope^iow very romantic, {tu »bt 
peuaeg SOVKCLR m a tone of coiUfnipl) Ughl youlyvantt 

£W!, L. 

Boutic. Tyrant 1 aha, now, she'i offended, that won't do — I 
can't afford to ofieud lier. {eoaxingly) Mrs. Bouncer, my dear, 
go after her and appeaae her. 

Mrs. B. {indigiumthj) I, sirl How dare you speak to me? 
Address mc again and, I'll have another attack iniinediatelv. 
Ecfl, L. 

BouNc. By Jovo 1 they're all leagued against me, it's % 
conspiracy— an infernal conspiracy ! if I could only discoTsr 
who's at the bottom of all this. 

DoyE, (eoannsl;/) Now, really Bouncer, you must not 
behave in this outrageous manner. You can't be jealous i^ 
your own wife's aunt? Bcsiilos the fond couple were Corned 
by nature for each other. I've exercised the greatest disciimi- 
nation in the selei:tion. 

BouNC. {atartaig) You have? {spritigiitg at him) Wretch! 

Dove, (aiamitd itntngling) Geiit\y. 
^vsc. ATot sflU'siled with marrying me, do lOftiiMUkto 



tiOYE. (lintg^lmg) Kuin yon? 



A nrAIiMING PAIR. 

BouNC. Don't you see, villain, Ihiit whoever marrie 
■wife'a aunt, robs me of her property ? 

Dove. Dut surely vour wife a tLtintmny do as slie ple« 
■he's of age, isn't she i 

BouNC. {ihdhing hit fM at him) How dsre you meddle n 
my family affairs — you pitiful intriguer? 

Dove, {offended) Intriguer to me, Dovetail Splicei 

Boi>NC. Sioktd viilh indignation) Get out of my houee, t 

Dove. What, eir? 

BouNC, Out with yon, eir ! 

Dote. (buUoning up his coed) Oliq! that's it, is it? 
■Tery well, I will get out. (pulling out ftw slova) 111 d 
-Ibis very inetant I 
i BouNC. The sooner the bctterl 

' Dove. {puUlng on gloves) I will, sir— I'll leave the house for 
I ever — I bid yon an eternal farewell, sir. Yon shall never see 

I me agva — 1 11 go 

] BouHC. {Junouili/) Go to tlie devil, sir. Exit, L. 

Dove, {^one — ifuiignanlhj) This then is human gratitude — 
tlua ii mj' return for all the benelits I have conferred on 
mankind in general, and the Bounecrs in particular. {pvUmg 
out hia pocket book) I'll blot their names at once from my 
calendar, I)y Jove! there's half my year vacant, but no 
matter 1 Dovetail Splicer's pride is touched. Dovetail Bpliccr 
would sooner sleep in a bam — a sentry box — a rabbit hutch 
thanenduresuclibasein^^'ratitudel {paces to andfiviTuUgnantlff) 
Enter Doe, k. 

Bob. Please, eir, tlie portmanty is unpacked. 

Dove. Then pack it up again, and fetch a fly. 

Bob. a Hv at this time o'niglit— tliere ain't no such thing, sir. 

Dove. Then we'll walk. 

Bon. (aghasl) Walk, sir I "WTio's to carry the boies? 

Dove. {sHLI pacing to and fro) Why, you, of course 1 

Bon {atide) Well, I begin to think I must be a nigger ! 
{tttKiTy] Please, sir, hero's a letter. 

Dove, {impatien&y opening it) Bella John Bon— capital mntuh 
— ton thousand left her hy uncle. Ah! the old story — mors 
nuniages, I'll have nothing to do- with them. Hymen, avaunt! 
Th« entire world may remain single— the human race mav 
become extinct for wliat I care, {crmnphs up letter, and puts ti 
~M hitpoeket) 

Bob. Please, sir, talking o' marriages, a heligible match has 
presented itself for me. 

DovK. (furi-iHi) Don't talk lo mn ot toUcVw-, Y\\v.iiTO«<« 
pfthviu; [ tctioNiice my mission— break "vy sVifi. b--w&-i^ 
■i*Uler^} Uo,lm! IVIiwi ! marry, yyu. =UA\\ 
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Bob. But please, eir 

Dove, {anffrili/) Not another word; follow me instantly 1 

Hon. {alarmed) But, air, it's pitcli dark — (treinendou) doum- 
pour {^ Tain heari) and it'a a.' pouring o' rain ! 

Dove. I don't care what it's doing. The consclousneM of 
my wrongs renders me inBensIble to external influenceE. [fragi- 
caliij) Ungrateful Boiincera^fter all I have done for them; 
it's enough to curdle the milk of human kindness, and sour tlio 
philanthropy of a thousand Qunkersl 

JatnB hit hat on HgliUy, and exit, R. 

Bob. (angrilff) It's enough to hoxnsperato the meekest of 
man-servants, and drive a nigger into hopen insurrection! 

Jaiiuhatmi head in im itatumof hiamaalcr,and ej^it/iirioiuly. B. 
T^e Kindow at iack i 

Sjiytite. Ahal Nobody here — all gone to bed — now'a my 
time. IIow very kind of them to have a ladder handy; by 
Jove, how it'a pouring. {gcUinaticmdow,c.) So, Mr. Bouncer. 
you threatened to throw me out o" window, did you? But I'll 
marry the spinster aunt iu spite of you. I'll persuade the old 
gill to elope. I'm safe, anyhow. They'll say she ran awhV 
with me. Yes, tliat five hundred a year woiud suit me an- 
mirnbly— I've been six months in the legal profession, and 
haven't pocketed a aingle six and eightpence yet. Poor Bella 
Johnson, I waa very fund of her ; hat I can't afford a wife 
without money. Hark! a step; my Sophonisha comes — no, 
ithe doesn't! {alarincd) By Jove, it's somebody coining up the 
ladder. I'll blow out the liglits. {hustily bUrws out candie»i 

Dove, {appeart at top of ladder and looks in at madotn, c) 
This is pleasant; not n fly, not a donkey cart, not a peruDbu- 
lator to he had, and it's coming' down m pails' full ; doon all 
locked— everybody gone to litd — how very fortunate I came 
across this ladder! (jeto in at ii-unlatn, C.) 

^MvnjE. lie's getting in at the window. A housebreakir, 
by Jupiter I 

DijvB. (taMiig hi* coai nf) I cnn stimd everything but wet — 
wet I cannot stand, so I'll have foi'ty winks on the sofa, andbf 
to-morrow's dawn I'm ofT, before any oac't> the wiser. Un- 
grateful Bouncer I " 

Shvtde. {alarmal) A — I don't feci altogether comfortabli. 

Dove. (opprtracAinj? lofa) Like all experienced travellers, I 
always carry my nightcap in my pocket, (puff on a lonf 
w^i/e eoHon n^hlcaj), butd of wftich slicfcs Ml iqrriQlitl 
SitYTHe. (atide) liy jovo 1 llie ViutgWa ^MlVm^ tw Nia 



nightcap. 



*OYE. (iaffiiiff hold of tahh) A\i^ Uw lB.\>\e w«\ 'V* 
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serve as a counterpane. I'll wrap myself up in it and seek 
what repose my wrongs will allow me. {wraps himself round 
. in table cover and gropes his way hack to sofa^ on which he lays 
down drowsily) I shaU discard my theory of hymeneal antago- 
nism and start a new one. I'll l^egin with Bella Johnson. 

SarsTTHE. Bella Johnson I Why, hang me if it isn't Dovetail I 

Dove, (yawning) To think now that Bella should have come 
in for a cool ten thousand ! 

SiCTTHE. {starting) Ten thousand! Bella Johnson, I never 
loved but thee. 

Dove. (sleepUy) That numskull Smythe would never have 
suited Bella. 

Smythe. {pricking up his ears) Eh ! 

Dove. Hell just do for the spinster aunt, {falling asleep) 
The romantic Sophonisba. {snores) 

Smtthe. {offended ) Oh, he will — will he ; well see about 
that, my friend — catch me marrying any Sophonisbas after 
thb ! {door opens Ught ) By Jove, here she comes ; she must not 
find me here, or she'll marry me by main force. Ali !.a cup- 
board, {steps into cupboard^ R.) 

Enter Miss Sophonisba, with candle^ l., she has on a hat and 

feather, and travelling suit. 

Miss S. {mincingly) 1 fear the step Pm taking is a most 
inconsiderate one, but the youthful Lycurgus is so devotedly 
attached to me — he might destroy himself. I've put on 
travelling costume in case he should wish to run away with 
me. How very romantic this is! (Dovetail snores) Hist, 
methinks I hear his elastic footfall ! (Dovetail snores still 
more loucUyy Miss Sophonisba starting) What's that ? {turns 
round and perceives Dovetail — alarmed) A strange fantastic 
figure on the sofa ! {sa^eams) Ah, ah ! 

Dove, {starting up and thrormng table cover round him like a 
mantle) Halloa ! bless my soul, where am I ? 

Miss S. {in an agony of fear) Heavens ! a phantom ! the 
house is haunted ! help ! {screaming) 

Dove. Miss Sophonisba, hush, for goodness sake 

Miss S. {recognizing him) Mr. Splicer, and in this strange 
attire. Leave the apartment, sir, 1 command, I insist, {covers 
her eyes with handkerchief) 

DovB. {alarmed) Hush, my dear madam, I don't want them 
to know I'm here. 

Miss S. I dare say you don't, sir. Leave the apartment 
instantly or I'll scream, {sci^eams) A\\l 

Dove, {terribly alarmed) \Ye\\, iot ^oo^ti^'9»'^ ^^^ ^'^^ "^ 
moment— allow me time to get oul oi wm^o^ . ^ ^"a^ ^^^^'^ 
the whole housG down upon me\ CoxiioMccL^ V^'^ -^^nr-n^^ 
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] out of Ktadoie) Now, wbi 

)G. {outside window roarirtg) 0!i, my head, oh ! 

Dove. By Jove, there's Bomebody coming up the 
(hastily M-enters window) Where the devil shall I get 1 
(cubAm ingrtai kterry to cupJoord, it., which Smytiie is holding 
on t/u inside— pulUng moleiitly, Smttiie ji«//s the other uto.v) 
lialloa! Bomebody's holding the door inside, [riuhei haxlil}/ 
aorott stage to door l,, which he opens exclaiming) Ah, I'll con- 
ceal myself here 1 Exit into room, L. c. r.. 

Mi3s 8. (horrified^ screaming) No, don't, that's my roonif 
Bir ; an individual of the opposite sei in my apartm 
lost I (fallt fainlia^ on tofa) 

DouNC. {appearing at vmdoio ami nibUnif }tU head) 1 
who the devu gave me that kick o' the head ? 

Enter Mrs. Bouncer, with candle, at door l, 2. e. 



Dn. {perce^irirtg her htmland looking in at 
i/ie window— screaming) Ah ! what'a that 't 

BoCNO. {graffiy) What's Ihat? Why, it's me, madam. Imis 
going my nocturnal ronnde, when I perceivH a, ladder I I cnu- 
lioasly mount a few steps, when suddeuly 1 receive a violent 
kick on the liead 1 

Mns. B. {astounded) A kick? 

Bouwc. {robbing his keiid ) A kick, madam ; now kicks of 
the head don't dy about alone — « kick involves a foot, ' ' 
suggests a leg, and a leg pre-supposeB an owner ! (tn a 
tliui'der) It's the owner I demand I 

Mjss 3. (oil lo/a, languidly) Distracting aituntion ! 

Hk. & Mrs, B. {together, perceiving Mias Bimpebton^V 
Siroperton ! 

Mifis 8. Question me not, I entreat— I implore I 

flouNC. Aba I 1 see it all, that barefaced youogpettifoi 
he's been licre again — you ought to know bccier, n ' 
your time of life 1 

MisaS. {overcome) At my— -n-hat sir?- insulting obiS 
liont {falU back into chiir) 

House. And as to Mr. Pump Sinythe of Court— 1— I'll 
iiuika short work of him. 

Alise S. & Mks. B, {together, tercanang) Ah I theittll 
I murder 1 

1] llo[;xc. His life, madam ! (to Miss Simpehtos) Kali 

( jvir vlmmimr, I my, 
I JZ/At S. (/mgfealh/ IhrotnM herself in Um icuij in 
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BOUNC. (oitaunded) What ! I do believe he*s there ! {rushes 
to Miss Simperton's room) I'll do for him at once ! 

Miss S. No, no. (tragically) How very horrible ; but how 
very romantic I 

Re-enter Bouncer, dragging forth Dovetail by the collar in his 
shirt sleeves and a night capy L. 2 £. 

BouNC. (not perceiving his mistake) "Wretched specimen of 
a bad six and eight-pence, IVe got you, hilve I ? 

Dove, (roaring) I'm not six and eight-pence! mind what 
yon're about f 

All. Mr. Splicer I 

Dove, (confused) Y-e-e-s, I was just standing up out of the 
rain! 

BouNC. In a lady's apartment! pitiful subterfuge! (ad- 
vancing upon him) The family honour of the Bouncers demands 
a sacrmce. 

Dove. (cUarmed) Family fiddlesticks — there were no wit- 
nesses ! 

SiiYTHE. (rushing from closet, L.) I beg your pardon, sir, 
I*m a witness. 

All. Mr. Smythe ! 

BouNC. How the devil did you getjiere? 

Smythe. No matter, sir, 1 know all. 

BouNC. (furious) AH, sir ! (crossing rapidly to Dovetail) 
What does Pump Court mean bv all, sir ? 

Dove, (disircusted) How the devil should I know? 

Smythe. (affecting a tone of grave reproach) Splicer, I 
shouldn't have thought it of you I 

Mrs. B. I'm surprised at you, sir ! 

Smythe. I'm astounded at vou ! 

BouNC. Your conduct is in&mous ! 

Mrs. B. Unpardonable ! 

Smythe. 'Shameful ! 

Dove, (distracted) I tell you it's nothing of the sort. 

Miss S. (tragically) Agonizing situation — how frightfully 
ronoantic ! 

Smythe. (struck by a sudden idea) There's only one course 
left, he must marry her. 

BouNC. (tragically) He must, he shall make her Mrs, 
Splicer. 

Dove, (aghast) I marry her ! 
- Miss S. (aghast) I marry him ! 

^^5.)^'^^^^) Never U 

Bouse. The family honour of t\velio\xT\cw^^^'roaxw^'^'>^%^ 
(aside) She's deteriniiied to xnarr^ feonv^\>o^^ \ 



a wonderful preservk- 
is ill luoking; it would | 
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Dove. {(ntHr/nanlly) I tell yon, sir, Dovetail %>licor is jj 
going to be biillieil mlu matrimony in t)us maaaer I 

lioUNC. {'eith ealiH ferm-.il!i) Tiien, eir, if Dovetail S 
will JQst step out, I'll send a bullet through him at once. 

Dove, {baoilderedj Distnuiting choite of evils ! 
Stop, she hiis £500 a year, and e ' '--'-' — 

lion, {hesilales) 

Uiss S. ((Micb) He's hy no tik 
ts well to make sure of aomehody t 

Dove, (teiida-ly) MIm Siin|)ci'tun ! 

MlHsS, {oHjuetiuiMg) Jlr. SpUt-er! 

Dove, {still more tenderln) [iopliuLiiat>ii ! 

Miss S, {still mtro iendei-l^) Dovetail — you really love n 

Ilove. I've carefidly conceuled my afl'eution for the 1 
tliirly vearB- 

Ilhss S. {gjahivghj) Touching instaoce of eiiduriug a 
inEiit — how intensely romantio ! 

Smtthe, Nature innde you for each other. Bless, yo 
children ! You're a Cliarniing Pair ! 

^^B \ i'^P'^'-^'ll) A Charming Pair ( 

Smythe. t say, Splicer, wheayou'ro maiTied, 111 qiei 
monthH with you. 

M™B.!- («?«-l2') A^Jsowillwel 

Smvtue. I 

DouNC. >- (in dumu) That we will ! Dear Mr, Splioatll 

Mkb. U. I , 

DovR. All 1 (wilh eomie despair) My own systein tiuoed ' 
uainst wo. Like nil public bcnufitctor>, I'm a manyr to my own 
ifieoiy. {to atidiencf) I say, llmy're all comios to stay with 
IIS. I hope •/nil will not refuao to [lay us a visit now and then. 
Nothing will be wanting to reconcile ils lo our union, provi4 

u ouly consider us a CI '" ~ "*" ' 
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TURN HIM OUT. 



BCENB First. — A neatly fttrnished Apartment. At haclc^ c, <i 
window with large curtains ; L. of window a door ; two dooi's^ R. ; 
two doors, L. ; tahle^ K. C. ; cupboard, in flat, K. ; two eaay 
diairs; chairs. 

Susan discovered looking out of the open window. 

Susan. Lawks, what a lazy fellow that painter is to be sure ; 
he's leaving off work again. I declare, if he hasn't left his 
ladder just outside our first floor window, (coming down) 
Well, this is a lively sort of place for a maid of all-work. 
What could have indooced master to come and live in such a 
out o* the way spot ? He calls it his " surbufban retreat," and 
a pretty treat it is ; "No thoroughfare" stuck up at one end of the 
lane, and a deep ditch at the other. I declare, it*s that dismal 
that the afternoon milk's a positive treat, and the nine o'clock 
beer's a downright excitement. (Nobbs's voice heard outside, 
" Only a halfpenny") Hollo ! what's that ? Why, dear me, 
there^ a man selling tiddly little windmills, {astounded) Well, 
I never, if it arn't my ola sweetheart, Nicodemus Nobbs. I 
declare, I am't seeti him ever since he left our village six years 
ago. {making signs to Mm) Hi, Mr. Nobbs, ht — holloa ! Why, 
if there am't missus a coming full chivey down the lane, and 
% dandy gent, in lavender kids, a running after her. Well, I 
never see such impudence ! 

Enter Julia hastily, door L. inflaU 

JuLTA. {slamming and locking door) Safe at last. The im* 
pertinent puppy ! 

Susan. Why, what's the matter, ma'am? 

BosELEAF. {outside) Open the door, or I shall expire on the 
mat— I weally shall ! 

Julia, {indignan&y) Leave the house directly, sir, or I'll 
send for the police. 

BosE. {outside) I'll wetire for the pwesent ; but I'll weturn. 
I said I would, and so I will, 'pon my sacwed honour ! 

Julia, if^resumptuous coxcomb ! {listening — r.oise of retreating 
Jbotsteps) Ah ! he's going. 

Susan. But who is he, mum ? 

Julia, (l.) I have no i4ea. One of those empty-headed 



TUBS HIM OUT. 

fcpSi^hcige only pleasure is to persecute nnprotected fi 
liy their hateful alt en t ions. Every time I li«ve been oat this 
W^el: I Iinve been waylaid hy that odious fellow; and thit 
time, lie hns not only had thfl audiicity to follow ic6 home, but, 
uliuii i opened the door -with my latch kij, ia positively 
forced liis way into the paasage 1 

SL-a.\N. {R.) Well, I never diiJ I This comes o' master's beJug 
KwHv from liorae. I declare, If I vias niArrieit, I'd never allow 
tny liiiaband to go out of town by hii^seli'—chat I wouldn't! 
Hon'Uomedever, I'spoaQ he'll booh be back now? 

JcLIA. He Mvs nothing about coming home in his last 
letter; I can't tninkwbata detaining him. (atopjAng) I am 
sure tlwt impertinent fellow is walking about under the 
winjow now, 

SIjSAS. I'U just have a peep, (approaches windour, c.) Oh! 
goodness gracious, lawk a musty, he's cbmiiig up the p«iotei'« 
Indder I 

JUMA- (who has meanwhile approadud mindom—in bomble 
tilanii) Ah ! as I live 'tia my odious persecutor I (dmi away 
frutn mindoto—^ ffiu moment SosELEAF's head it mmt Arouf^ 
cpem wiitdnu}) 

Riisu. Aw, nwl I said I would, and so I will, 'poo mj 
■aowed hollo 1. 1'. 

Julia, (hitrrihly alarmed) Don't let him inl send him away, 
upset him — what unheard of audacity, {rudiuoff first door, L.) 

SnsAN, tPamUng) Goaway, Bir,adone,Bir; why, he's getting 
in. (RosELEAP gets in at window) Go away, imperence ! get 
out, how dare you 

Ko^E. Where's the lovely mistwess of this eitwemely 
desiwable villn wesidence? 

Susan. What's that to you, Mr. Imperencel If you don't 
take yourself out of this eitwemely desiwable villa wesidenca 
directly, I'll pve you in charge. 

Rose. Now don't be so t'ewocioua — could'iit you contwivt 
roe an interview with the adowable cweature ? 

Susan, [indignaialy) No, 1 could'ut! 

KasE. (producing purse) Could'nt you maoage to secwet* 
ine somewhere, so that I might wush forth and take the dis- 
twacting cweature by surprise ? Aw, aw ! I'll stand half-a- 
crowu. 

St;3AN. (aside) A bright iden; I wiU secwete him some- 
where, and lock him inwhile I fetch apolicemnn. (aloud) Lai 
now, what persevering creatures you gunllemen are— jusl Step , 
is here, and I'll see what I can do for you, 

ROSE, (complacently — second door, R.) It stwuck me slM'd 
tfomff ronnd — the dear cweature* can't wesist niu, tw, aw! 
ifwaidJ maid, Mad so I will, 'poit ny taMi«l ^konota. 



TURN H« OCT. 

Suflix. (fuming key) There you are, my fine ^sUqir, safe 
■nder lock and key — {imitating) — ^*pon ray cacwed honor I 

Re-enter Julia, tloor L. 

Julia, (looldng round) Is he^gone ? 

Susan. Not he; hush! he^s there, (pointing to room) IVe 
. fcdLed him in, and now I*m off for a policenuin. 

Julia. Run, run, but stay, a policeman always involves a 

•rowd, and as my husband is from home, any fuss of that soit 

would be very annoying, (puzzled) Now, what is to be done? 

(NoBBS, L., oiUside heard calling^ " Only a halfpenny^') 

SusAK. I know what's to be done ; there's a friend of mine 
•utside, ril call him up. (goes to window) 

Julia. (JoUounng, surprised) A friend of yours? 

Susan. Yes, a joung man in the windmill interest, (at 
window oalUng) Hi ! you with the mills ! 

Julia, (surprised) Why, surely you are not csilling that 
pedlar? 

Susan. You leave it to me, mum, he^Yi turn him out like a 
flash o' lightning. Hi, Mr. Nobbs, hi ! 

NoBBS. (xmtside) Who's a calling o' Nobbs ? 

JuuA. (aside) Dear, dear, what a very disagreeable necessity 
to be sure. (Susan opens door L. flat) 

Enter Nobbs, door 'L,flat — he wears a velveteen jacket^ cm^duroy 
trousers, coloured neckerchief— he carries an immense stock of 
toy windmills, the whole of which, axe in motion — dolls and 
o3ier toys in basket, 

Nobbs. (c, declaiming) Want anything in the diminutive 
windmill line? Only a halfpenny — hobserve the slightest 
^agitation of the harm sets the whole heditice in haction. 
(pulHng string) Hindependent of hany hartiticial hassistance 
from hair or hatmosphere I 

Susan, (l., emphatically) It ain't mills we want, Mr. Nobbs. 

Nobbs. (startir^) Mr. Nobbs ! (tragically) Why, no — yes — 
yes — no— yes, it is — it is. What, Susy Hopkins I (nuhe* ts 
gmhrace Tier with stack of windmills on his arm) Why, Susy, / 
ain't seed you ever since I left the village. 

Susan. Well, Mr. Nobbs, it is permiscuous, ain't it ? but 
we mustn't waste time in how-de-aooing — missus here wants 
yon to do her a sarvice. 

Jl^ia. (r.) In exchange for half-a-sovereign. 

Nobbs. (astounded) Half-a-sovereign ? By jingo, wliat 
wouldn't I do for half-a-sovereign ? (putting down mUls) 

Julia. My good fellow, I want you to rid my house of % 
person who annovs me dreadfully. 
JtfOBBS, A-^oker's man I daxe aay-^Tm <nL\.<^\£a&\ 



RP rvav iiiM ^^^1 

Sqi'AX. It ain't n broker's man, it's n dBudified fellow mU* 1 
b«en periecutiD' minsuB. 
I NoiiBS. Icaref-tUs hic'dng u-p ilftree) Wliere is he! IH 

persecute liira. (pointing to ulnck of inilU) Them's not Um 
onIyoui/« I'm accustomed Ii»- I'm a dabster nt the "one, tiro, 
tliree." {fitriket a fdaeij brnrinit nttltu'le) I kcm going in for (h» 
clismpioDsliip, but couldn't find no bauken, sna training^ 
expennive I (atriixt another fane'j altiludt) 
JCLIA. Pray use no unnecessary violence. 
NoRBS. But mayn't 1 just give liini one for liisscif P 
JcLLA. No-no. 

Noiiiis. (tlriking annlfier fa*uni aUitndc) Mayn't I , 
him the poatman'e knock ? 
JuuA. No— no. AHI vfant youtodoissiraplytotonilflBr . 
I «ut, MA speedily at poEsible. 

NoBBs. (r^elted) Turn him ont. I'll luru him out— but 
where is he? 
I Sdban. Hush ! he's in this room, [cr, 

unlock the door, (quietly unlnckg door, r.] 

Julia, {erossu lo L.) We'll now retire and leave ; 
I eommcnce operations. 

SusAH. (goiJiff~-aBuU to NOBBs, jUntmniining-horiiig) 
Sobbs, yon just give it the unperent cMcomb. 
NoBBS. All right, Susy, you. leave iiini :o me. 

Exfa»' Jr.-LIA aim Srs.VK. L. 
I Nouns. {aUme) ITl give him ten shillings worth, he diall 

I Iiave the exact wnlly in black and blue, ifigini tyslciimticallif 
' takit^ off hd coat) 

Rose, {ojjctu door andpnpg hit head out, not feeing NOBBE) 
■VewYgtwangethatservartdoeen'tcometowelcaseme (perceaf- 
\ ing Nobbb) Good gwacious I a vulgar oweature in cordewoy* 
;| — I'd belter wetiro again, {dimppfart) 

1 Nobbs. (eantiauing hit preparoliont) To think, now, that I 

I ihonid come scroHs my old flame Sus^ Hopkins in (his here 
permisGUous manner — hut. stoji a bit, hpibre I commiMicea 
operations I must first of all put my stock in trsde out of liwm'l 
way— I'll juit deposit my mdla on the mnt outside, and tlien 
for business I I'fi accommodate him with ten shillings worth I 
I Ej^, 1.. <loor in flat, wth joiUt, 

\ EnlerKOKE, L,S E., J«i* dresiirdin is somewltat loud tratiUing nil, 
1 MnKE. Aha t here I am at last- how delighrful it is afier • 

loni; tHliguiug jotiriiey to tind imtaelf safe and snngBt home. 
with the refreshing prospect of liincli, drresing gowti, and 
slippers in perspective. I've left rav ln^L;age nt tlio " Pig and 
° Mermaid J''sDif have come in through the garden andnptto 
tt«k utMireaM, oa purpose to take my Ultla ^*j%jl -—i—— 
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How delighted my little wify will be to see me* {^nmmngly) 
8he thinks I have been travelling on particular business, but 
not a bit of it. (ehuekling) I've been liaving a delightful fortnight 
all to myself at Scarborough, ^ hl t h at Ui u ii ' ntliiig llulii ^u i imy 

deHghtful i y nhc . rliinn i'tmie 

P nll^ ^ ^i;^rftiirki^^ft, tt H« tiinik^p 'frtff--it gay XijimgHmeliftlej^, 

^ I what3 ^c tooeiifa lr-y4HW>g dofl^ ab f m t) 

TnTTf Tl i lgSh i l n^ ft 'n T iml nnftt f mo , !r r r nliy h,.h\ \ t i f ' n a ^v ay 

^Imff anSliSnpitTsr^-a high l y ^4onosHed 

Re-enter Nobbs, door, L. 

NoBBS. (perceiving Moke and mistaking Mm for Roseltap 
•fDotthes him for a moment and then exclaims) Oho I there you 
are. (crosses) 
^ M oMP i i;stm4mf WiJ ttouuvf i y ukov i ) ' Hh f 

N0DB8. (8&f * !a9lieaiiy) Yeuht w p r e tt y danee f , you a F O » 

Moke, (surprised) Who the dem*s this ? 

NoBBS. You've come out, have you? 

MoKB. (surprised) Come out ? 

NoBBS. (menacingly) Ygan iuwet er al e sc oundrel! (advancing 
4awards him) Now then, just hook it, will you ? 

Moke, (surprised) Me hook it ? 

NoBBS. How dare you go about intruding yourself into the 
liuzzims of respectable families, through their first flooi 
^windows ? 

Moke, (surprised) What the toul-do you mean ? 

NoBBS. (continuing) You're a pretty sort of chap to go 
'galliwanting — ho ! ho ! there's a phizzy mahogany ! 

Moke, (surprised) A phizzy mahogany ? 

NoBBS. Vy you ought to be ashamed 0' "yourself at your time 
•olife, you wile destroyer of domestic peace — don^t you see that 
the good lady won't have nothing to say to yer ? 

Moke, (c^mnded) The good lady — wKat good lady ? 

NoBBS. Why, the good lady as lives here. 

Moke, (astounded) What Mrs. M. ? 

NoBBS* Her name am't tiothing to do with the matter. 
{scornfully) You thought you were going to come the gay 
•deceiver, did yer ? 

Moke, (bewildered) Gay deceiver I 

NoBBS. jBut it am't to be done. Fm here I 

Moke. I see you are. (angrily) Why the devil are you here? 

NoBBS. (impressively) Why— why, to turn you out, and in 
•double quick time too. 

Moke. Turn me out! (bursting into a towering passion) 
Turn out yourself, vile costermonger ! 

NoBBS. Costermonger ! (squaring up at him in a hif/hly scien- 
ijfieati^ude) Just £iivour me wit\i tW.^^t»^i<:^^^^t:^^^^^^^^'^^' 
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Moke, {nlreafini; round table) Get out of the hODH, jvm 
outmgeous specimen of plebeUn impertinence I 

NOBBS. {v}l)<i hai jneanuiliile ^vmtinaai !iU leieiilifie fvotutiems) 
Alutl do j'ou \fiini to fall all over the carpet in little diinina- 
tive marseU? (raW and thfiia him violeally) 

MoKU. {roaring) Oh, oh ! ' Why, the raonstwr's ai Btrong ai 
% lion. Leave go I 

Nouns, {dragging him, toieardt door) Ont with you 1 
Rosii. {opemTig door and looking ouf) What fa'orwid won ia 
this? Oh, gwacioDHi a wegular stand-np fight on iha 
' premiaea. 

Moke. (rooHnp) Leave go 1 Murder! 
, NOBDS. {at door — dragging out MOKE) Come along yon old 
\ nnnei, you, 

, Moke. {iCrugglijig) I won't coma along I Help — murder— 
I police — fire — neighbanrs — thieves ! 

\ E!ceunt,3truggling,doorL.injtat — atremendeugbumpiriffheard. 

Rose, {iituiag p'OTaroom.R. — amaxed) Whnt ahowwid wow! 

A terwiffic combat between an elderly individual and a cweatnre 

eordewoys. Stwange place this ; I weally wish I w 

-' ■' r wc ■■ ' • ■•■ ■ 






i but I a 



1 would and so 1 will, 'pon my CRcwed 



Aha, some one approaobas. 

Se-enUra roOi 

Se-mter NonBS,.^Mm door L. in fiat. 

ISoBBa. I never see such a bimpident ciirtun 

daya. I was obligated for to tip him my " 



agaui. 



.,liastilg. 



Howsonidever, iljut Hitte 



afore Tie'd : 

■ettled ! 

Susan re-enters, l. 1. B,, diu-iag Ihc Liit uiord*. 
8D3AN. Settled is it; that'B all right. MiBsuswiilbew _ 
NoBBS. 1 gave him such s rolly-polylng down the stairs. 

Tve loosened hia false teeth for htm 1 

ScsAN. Serve bim right I I've do pity for ancli impertliieut 

puppies. 

NoBRa. (itntimaitaUy) But, 1 say, Suay, to think now of ■. 

two coming together agin in thia'erehuDcipected manner; U*a 

for all the world like a aCory in the Hal/iKtuig Joariial. 
Susan, {gunldngly) It just is, Sicodemus, nnd im mitCoke! 

But, I aay, missus ia in the study ; you'd better go and get 

your hall^-snvereign. 

ROSB. {popping hit htad out of dam-) Get hii half-ar-i^rf* 
♦ipn — oh, gwacious ! ' 

S..SU. ^.^roaeh^fiiU'j) Half^a-tovereign— I am't halC j 

•he money, {itqimring U}t) Vy, for ten bob I ought t 

knocked him I'lnn out of time I 

; Come Mimg, Mr. Nobbt, muius is •,'«>A1^I>^ i 



te m^m 
Ibesogli^ 
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NOBBS. (thoughtfidly) Half-a-so> ereign I Why, be ain^t 
Ittd more than five shilling's worth -it's like receiving money 
■nder false pretences it is. 

Exeunt Susan and Nobbs, door l. 1 b. 

Ee-enUr "Roseleaf from room, B. 

BOSE. (in great alarm) Oh, gwacious I that fellow in the 
cordewoys has agweed to settle my bhsiness for the twifling 
turn of half-a-sovereign ; but he has got hold of the wong 
man. My symmetwical figure's in danger. I'll be off. 
{approaekmg door at hack) Hallo! somebody's coming up 
stairs, {ristiresafewpaces) 

Re-enter Moke, 7uU crushed^ cravat untied j and coat half off, 
L. door in flat — he is covered with mud. 

Moke, (nibbing his arm) Not a policeman to be found any- 
where — that's the worst of a suburban retreat, (indignantly) 
There's the City Police, and there's the Rural Police, but the 
authorities leave the suburbs to take care of themselves. The 
idea of a respectable man being positively turned out of his 
own houM — ^1 declare I never had such a shaking in all my life 
— ^bttt M^ckttitosh Moke isn't going to give it up so. I've 
come back to be horribly revenged upon that lufiian in the 
corderoys. I'll let him know who is to turn out. (looking all 
round) Why, where is he? 

BosE. (s&nking towards door) 1£ I could just contwive to 
creep out. 

M!oke. (perceiving Boseleaf) Ah ! a stranger in lavenders. 
Hollo ! you sir — ^who the du i il are you? 

BoSE. (horribly alarmed — stammering violently) 'Pon my 
life — a — a — ^I weally don't wemember. 

Moke, (^fwrious) I'm not going to have my suburban retreat 
converted mto a public thorougmare — know, sir, that my name 
is Moke ! 

BosE. (alarmed) The husband, by Jupiter. 

Moke, (advancing) Now then, what do you want here ? 

BosE. (stammering violently) A — a — I've called for the — the 
—income-tax. 

Moke. The income-tax I then you'd better call again — but 
stay ! (seizing his hand) Perhaps you can tell me what that 
brute in the corduroys was doing in my apartmenjt ? 

BosE. (mysteriously) I can. (Jjooks cautiously rotmd) 

Moke. Tou can — then do ! 

BosE. (burlesque mystery — tapping him on thedM) I should 
vacommend you to leave the countwy directly. 

Moke, (astounded) Leave th& ^untry ? 

BosB. (mystmously) And never w^lvmil 

JUiDtcJL Youwoidd? 



TUBS ttIM OUT, 



tVhst ftdmSIV 



fioGK. (myfMiouily) I sliould I 

Moke, (rutouaded) yon don't pretend toil 

Boai::. (mi/iUeriowiji) I do I 

Moke. You do? (aside) Tl.e AwB he do ! What ft 
■iwpicion crosses my mind— I'll interrogate Mrs. M. this ■vwy 
moment. I dure say she's in the studv. 

fiosii. She is, and so il Cordiiwoys.' 

MOKB, (with a tragic start) Corduroys 1 1 

EoaE. (hurricdl'i) But youmnBt eicuse me; I'm off. 

Moke, [alarmed] Not & bit of it, Lavenders, (df.taiimig 
him) You'll stand by me, Lavenders; yon'il liel^p me to ei- 
teniiinate this lon-lived desperado. [inakoarsetBhia/'trj We'll 
ttll' upon him together, Lavenders, — e. camblnBd attack of a 
most tremendous description, I peepilhroughk-es^ole a/room, IJ) 
Wh}-, what do I behold? — Mrs. Hoke giving the scoundrel 



money— a plot against my eiistence. I— I say, (lamiiig ri 
alwTrtsd) I say, Lavenders, you'll protect me, won't yon— 
we'll drop upon the scoundrel and araaah hiin siniulmneoasly. 

KoslC. (evagivdy) Ya'as — we'U smash him, of courM, 
{alarmed) I hear liim coming. ixelreoXing) Oh, gwacioua ! 

Moke, {detaining him) Don't run away. Lavenders — ycB 
aballliide yourself in yonder cupboard, wliile I conceal raysdf 
behind the CDrtains, and when f give the signal, Laveu'denj 
we'U rush upon him together — you understand, Laveitdeca? 
{appvoadiea laindoie aa-taina, and gelt behind lAem) 

lt03K. (inayrBiI^iiiMr) Wnsh upon him? not, if I know it — 
»— a — I don't welist this style of thing — I'll just wush off and 
letum when the wow's over — I said I would, and so I wi]1 'pon 
my sacwei! honour I 

Exit, i..{doorin flat) iltaUhUy at bach, wueen bg IkloKC, 

Moke, (looking from behind cnrtaini) To think that » 
ababW ruffian in corduroys should be in secret btelligeoce 
with Mrs. Moke. This comesi of my staying from home U 
flirt with fascinating vidows. Ah t the rn^ii comes, (co * 
IHnvid/ behind tlie window curlaaa) 

Enter NOBBS and SL'SAIf, L. 1 E. 

KOBBS. (losting half a meereign) As swoot a 
■a ever I received — I think I shall cut the juvenile toy tt 

and take to prolecling females in distress— but, I say. Si , 

previoDS to etariiiig, couldn't you accommodate a fellon witb 
a nip o' sonimnt imvigoraling. 

Sdban. Couldn't I— why. of course, I could; I know n. 

*lid he agreeable, (erogtet to eiipb'janl, R. inflal.and take* out 
flat* and bottle on tray) 
Moke, (jiopping out hi* htad—iuidc, furioiutu) Would d 
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SUBAH. (returning toith brandy) This is master's very best 
iforeign brandy, as he only gives to his particular fi-iends. 

Moke, {aside, hysterically) His particular friends f {shakes 
his fist) 

NoBBS. Then here's your master's health — ^I looks towards 
him. {drinJcSj and draws a long breath) Ah I that's invigo- 
/rating. I don't keep much of a c03ir myself, but I appre- 
ciates a good article. Veil, the British public demands my 
services. I'm off; but I say, Susy, you'll meet us sometimes 
at the comer, when you goes for the family errands ; and I 
■say — you'll gie us a kiss, won't you— gie us a kiss, and I'll gie 
you a windmill ! {Jdsses her) 

Susan. La ! Mr. Nobbs ! what a man you are ? 

Moke, {pequng out) Aha ! he's kissing my maid-of-all-work 
— I — I'll give the signal at once, {whistles) 

Susan* \ (j^^^^^) What's that ? (Moke whistles again) 

NoBDS. {listening) It's only the vind a vistlin through the 
keyhole. (Moke whistles again) 

Susan. No I it's some one behind the curtains— look — 
they're shaking to and fro — it's that horrid fellow come back 
again I 

Nobbs. Utarting) What ! I 

Susan. Oh, goodness, I am so frightened ; I'll run and tell 
'missus. Exit, L. 1 £. 

Moke. (a«idfe) Why, where's Lavenders? I'll repeat the 
signal, {whistles again) 

Nobbs. He's a vistlin a^ain ! {scientifically tucJcing up his 
sleeves and squaring in the direction of curtains) I'll vistle him ! 
'{approaches curtains) 

Moke, {poking his head ou^ Now, where the devil is 
Lavenders ? 

Nobbs. {suddenly pouncing upon him) Aha ! i^ Is you, is it? 
you've *zome back, have you? {drags himforwaid) 

Moke, {struggling) Holloa ! gently ; here, I^avenders, where 
the derii are you ? hi ! 

Nobbs. There ain't no Lavenders here ! {squaring up ai 
Moke, and bobbing scientifically round and round him) Now, 
then, where will you have it ? 

Moke, {indignantly) I won't have it at all ; I tell you my 
name's Moke ! 

Nobbs. {continuing to bob round him) I'll moke you ! 

Moke, {dodging him k.) I — I'm the proprietor of " Sua 
flower Lodge." 

Nobbs. {squaring) Ha! ha I well, you arc a cheeky customer. 

'Moke, (retreating, roaring) 1 tdV >j^i\x. ^^^N-'i V^kv ^s^wx^saV 
irom the country I 
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NoBBS. (flowing him up and giving him a trentendotu&a«^ 
Then you had better go back ngnin. 

Moke, [tUUmpting to defend himmlf—in a lowering pamon) 
I^I won't go back again — here — police.' (K.) 

NoBBS. Ahl Iseeyou want the "van— two— three" again 
— I'll spoil your galliv«Wing for you. 

Moke, (roaring) Mfterl (Nobbs run* qfier him~eat{Aa 
Urn at second door L., auri carries /lim hadiig off) 

Nobbs. {off itage) Turn out, yoii wile impostor— turn ontf 

Moss. {o;ff itage — roaring) Thievpi I police ! murrlerl 
fite ! {IcTriJce tlruggle and noiu of furniture upaetling and 
UtixJiwv breaking ^teard outside) 

Re-enter Julia and Susak. 

JuLTA. Dear me, what an awful noise— what a Unlble 
resistance be Ttiust be making. 

SciBAN. He's the most persevering individual I ever bcwd 

on I {siatt craeh, L. U. ¥,.— noise ceata) J3| 

Se-enler Nobbs, l. 3 door. ^^^ 

Nobbs. (triumphant) I've turned him out [ ^^H 

Julia, (alarmed) Why what have you done? ^^ 

NOBDs. I've chucked him out of window. 

ScsiJi !'('<V«A«') Outof window? 

KoBDB. Yes; don't be aliLrmed— he's all right, t dropped 
him on to a gooseberry bnah. 1 never see such a impideot 
customer- he actually had the oivdacjty lo say he was iba 
proprietor of Sunflower Lodge. 

Susan. Well I never I 

Jdlia. What unheard of presumption! My husband is at 
tbii moment at SearboTOiigh, and I trust the annoyance tg 
irhlch his wife is subjected, will be a lesson to him, and milk* 
him stop at home for the future, (ring heard at brll) 

SugAS. Suaiun 8 ringing. Ah! muro, p'raps ii'a raaaler. 

Exit, door at foL 

Julia. Isincerelyhopeitis.rorlnevei'feltaoterriliedinmylirc 

KoDBS. .And werry nat'ral too, loum. (imdt) I iruoilcr 
whetliBc she'll Hsk me to diimer. 
Re-eater&v%KV,haatilg,folloiBodbgUauVoB.T:zi\%—hearia^aJaig» 

trunk wkicli they let daicn at back ofatage—'S.ii. the kfjltai* 

aide nuMt be turned QKayfrom Audience. 

Sdsah. Oh, please mum, it arn't master, but 

JcMA. Bi» luggage? (to Pubters) but isn't 
there himneif. 

' " :ri;K. ^inou'i'ufftlHeftJn'ltRTDO.iaXifti'BWV. 
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2nd Fost£H. {ngmjlcanUy) No, that he am*t, Sam— ho, ho! 
FoBTEBS dig one ano&er playfuLly in the ribs and exeunt, 
door in flat, L. 

JuuA. (puzzled) Not far off, how very mysterious— how- 
ever, 1 suppose heUl soon he here, (to Nobbs) Then, my good 
man, I can only thank you for your zeal and ask you 

Nobbs. (disappointed) To move off the premises, I suppose. 
{aside) She mi^ht ha* invited me to stl|) and pick a bit with 
the governor ; but that^s female gratitude tliat is — they'll get 
all they can out of you and then they don't care what becomes 
of you. (aloud) Then here's wishing you good morning. Good- 
bye, Susy dear. 

Susan. Good-bye, Mr. Nobbs. (aside to Nobbs, l. c.) Step 
into the back kitchen — ^I'll^'oin you, presently. 

Nobbs. (aside) Back kitchen— all right, (aside— going) I 
wish she had made it the pantry. Exit, door in flat, L. 

Julia. And now I trust we shall have a little peace and 
quiet, (sits R. of table and takes up work) By-the-bye, Susan, 
you must be careful never to mention anything about what has 
happened to your master, (atthismomentlvdof trunk is seen to inse) 

Susan, (at table, R.) Rely on me, ma'am, (crosses to R. c.) 

Julia. It might annoy him. (Moke pops his head ovZ over 
Hd of trunk) 

Moke, (aside) Might annoy him ? I should rather think it 
might — the intriguing husseys, I've come back, inside my own 
box, in order to discover tlie real state of affairs ; I'll petrify 
them by my unexpected presence, (rises in trunk and is about 
to discover himself, when Roseleaf cauiimisly peeps in at back) 

Rose, (aside) The stweet door was open, (advancing to 
Julia) I said I would, and so I will 'pon my sacwed honour I 

Julia, (screaming) Ah ! here again ! 

Rose, (places his hat on table and throws himself on his knees) 
Yes, entwancing creature, here — here — again — always here! 
{finmpa himself on chest toith exaggerated gestures) 

Susan. Nobbs is in the kitchen, I'll run and fetch him up. 

Exit, door L. 

MoELE. {reeegmaing Roseleaf — aside utterly amazed) Why 
there*s Income-tax at it now ! 

Julia. Unhand me, sir, (&reaA:in^yrom Roseleaf) Oh! this is 
really terrible ! ExU, r. 1 e. 

MoKS. (aside,lookingoutofbox) I'll just give that Lavenders 
one for himself. 

Nobbs. (voice heard outside) Yere is he, let me get at him. 

Bosk, (horribly amazed) Aha! that howid weptile. Oh 
gwicious! where the d » iiljii hall I xvaL\ I'll t&ke ^^f^^^ K 
fjfnttrw fwm, B» 2 E,) 




TURN HIM OUT. 

Ertltr Susan aiid Nodes, rloor L. 
:e. (atide) Corduroye, by Jupiter, (boh* doan, htK cIm 
laud slam) 

\V. {]}rrceivti>g (lie box shu!) Wliat's that? the lid o' t] 
_. . akmrniiil to? (looking round and (nisiinj? 'RosBleap- 
atiouiulecl and jmnling ^lijlamilt/ to box, croaing to B.) WeU, 
I never, if he aint liidjUMeu in master's tiox ! 

NouBS. [ailowidei^^ never did see Bnch a hsrtfiil customer. 
Howsomdever we've got him safe this time, (approaches trunk 
on tip loe) As tnnimg oat aint o' no use, 111 jurt turn him in I 
(lwii» keij in lock) 

S\ji/kS. (clapping her hands) Hal ha! ho's locked hiffl in — 
bray vol capiliil! 
Mok;£. (imide box) Kh ! t say I hollo 1 what are you doingf 

Enter Julia, door R. 1 E. 
Sdsan. Oh, miBsiB I miBslBt what doyou tliink? (in a AowM 
tehisptr) be'8 iJi there I 

Ju'LiA, (anUmaded) In my husband's trunk I .^ 

NOBBS. Ah ! he's B sharp 'un — he knows what's wlutti bt 
does. It nint o' no use itiiuciiig the matter, I'll tnlcc br>x anj 
All and drop liim into the dJtcli rutind tliu comer. (cmftuMtM* 
to lift Irurdi) 

MfiKE. (inside b-uni:, making a tremendous kolk) No I 
it'« nil a mistake — murder! 

SUBAX. (ibIio Aaa meamrhik iflfora ltosr,i,EAp's hat fia^ 
Ulle) Oh, inutn, harc'» his liar, with Ms addrcEK iusida^^ 
"i. It), llosemiu'T Villaa, Suppose we send liim home. 

■■ •ahat,iu.>l 

lit'sjnsl 
and du ihe thing in stylB. (tugs at box) 

tiusAN. {aim'iting) That way ihou, Mr. Nobba, down tilt 
little back staii'case, and through the garden. 

MoKG. (roaring made box) Let me nut, it's all a mistake^ 

NOBBS. Yes, it id a mistake, mid a mioiake oii_yaur side, tm 

("igging viokntln) what a preiions weiglit he is to be mn, 

{UU go Irvitk tohieh falls back mlh n tfemcdoue noisf) ' 

More, {imadetnade—raarivg) 0— o— ohi 

NOUBS. Ah, you don't like ii, don't yon? Coma klong jrps 

wile impostor — gently over tlia Btoaes, {drag* bog Imoarii 

iloor t.,) Not responsible for damage done, von tcnow, ho, llCP 

Exit L. 3 E., dragging box q/ttr Mm—SlOKE MnOM^V 

shout, " l^tmeout" fi.c., fie. ' 

Julia, (sinking into diair,v,., and fn _ ., »—— 

laiulkenAief) I declare the events of tliis day have thoroo^ilf' 
axlmatud uie. 
• VVaAH. (linking into chair. L., and /amring hw»d/ wOl^ Jjf 



m home. a 
Nonus. (lakeshat, looks ntaddress ami ifuls hat on) VcrygOflff 
I'm ugreealile! it's just handy, so I'll charier a light purttr. 
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I I'm in such a flustration, I don't know where I am, 
mdever, we've turned him out this time, and no mistake. 
.lA. Yes, thank goodness, he can never trouble us again. 

Enter Roseleaf, r 1 e. 
IE. (issuing cautiously from room, R.) I said I would, and 

'^ y- {screaming violently and startirig up) Ahlll 

JA. {inaparoxysmoffear) No, it's impossible — it can't be! 

AN. {wildly) I do believe he ain't a human creetur I he's 

goblin, or a daddy longlegs, or summat supernatral. 

JA. Incomprehensible being! how did you get out of 

ox? 

JE. {surprised) What box? 

JA. The box now on the way to your residence. 

IAN. With you inside it. 

JE. {astounded) With me inside it? Aha I I compwehend. 

\phjantly) They have bagged the wong man, ha, ha, ha ! 

ing short) But, oh, gwacious ! {aside) they've sent him 

r pwivate wesidence. {horrified) My wich aunt will hear 

atwocious behaviour — I'll run home at once, {to Julia) 
U return — I said I would, and so I will, 'pon my sacwcd 
ir. Exitf h. dooi* in flat. 

JAN. {utterly astounded) Well, if that ain't mysterious, I 
know what is ? 
AA. {bewildered) It's the most astounding thing I ever 

of! 1 declare I'll remove from Sunflower Lodge the 
nt my husband returns. 

Enter Nobbs, l. 2 dooi\ 
BBS. {hastily) I've left him at the perscription. 
L,TA. Left him ? Why he's been here again ! 
BBS. (astounded) Here ! Who ? 
LI A. Why, the man in the box. 

BBS. I tell you I've just left him, with your compliments, 
, Rosemary- willas, a kicking away like a hinsane donkey. 
3AN. {utterly bewildered) iVs getting horful. 
[iiA. {amazed) It really is astounding. 
BBS. {mysteriously) Conjuring's a fool to this ; It's my 
' he arn't no hordinary hinterloper— -he's a wampire, or a 
n-the-box, one or the other — it arn't safe for two unpro- 
1 females to be left, all alone in this 'ere surrubbian willa 
mce. {crosses to c. — to Julia) You'd better enter into a 
minent harrangement with me, mum — one pound a week, 
if lodging, and protection included. 
UA. {hastily) Yes, yes, my good mwi— "^Q^Xja^^X^f^^^wt 
00 your duties at once. 
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NOBES, tjrivni; JinnUy) I know'dyott couldn't dowithoirt«»f 
but, I eaj, now that I'm one o' the familj like, {looking at ftUi 
dretf) p'raps ^ou could accommodate ma with a change of 
toga, ill CHsc vii^Ltors Ehould call. 

Susan, All ! mum, I knowji what I'll get him. (going) 

NOBBS. And, I say, as you are so pressiug, a snack o' lunch 
wouldn't do me no pOBitive hinjury. 

JcLu. By all means I Busan, supply our heroic defender 
with whatever he may require. 

Susan. Leave him to me, mum — I'U take care on him, miun. 
Inside — goiw) NicodemuB on tlie premifies — lawks 1 Hmr 
snug it will be. Kcit, door L. I B. 

Julia, Well, I suppose our annoyances are really over at 
last. Come what may, nothing shaU ever induce me to live in 
a " Burburban retreat again. Exit, b. 1 s, 

NOBDS. {alone — looking round) Well, I don't know — thia 
'ere surrubbian retreat is About as snug a crib aa I should uare 
'to live in — by jingo, if they'd only engage me aa a wally-de- 
shim I I've had enough of the juvenile toy line — half- 

Jenny mills is a worry poor way of rising the wind. I should 
ke to settle down into a q^uiet, genteel Ime of hockipation. 
Re-emer Susan, wilh dranng-goion and smolaag tap, and small 

fray, on which are cold iiteat, jog, £c., doorl^ 1 E. — sheploBtt 

tray on Uilih and apjn-oachet Noods mth gown, &C. 
Ucre yon •re, Mr. Nobbs— I've brought yon master's drassing 
gotvn, Tiiat's about the style o' tiling, en? 

Nouns, (putting oii goien vikxA it loo large for him) Nat 
■XACtly whiLt I calls a fit, howaumdever, {puLling<m imokingcap) 
the general effect's pretty tidy. l^tehetU spa large easy ehairaad 
tiu down at table) Ah 1 that's the st vie. (ruba ha ItaiultjonfiiUy) 

SuBAN. {affecti'ig gurpriu) Well t never, if I ain't been and 
brought up two plates. 

NoRUB. Brayvoo 1 you'll join in a friendly mOHSolf won't 
you, Susy ? 

Sus\N. {tilling down at ttd>le) Well now, if it ain't likcold 
(lilies us two a sitting together agin, {guahivglij) Oh ! Nico- 
dciRiis, do you remember when we used to play at lly tlis 
jarler? 

KoniW. {iendvly) Do I remember, Susy ! Of course 1 do I 
(gate ImU heard — SusAK ilarta up) 

SusAX. (tharpl;/) Drat that bell, I declare there ain't no 
reinembBring nolhink. Exit StiSAN, L. door in /tut. 

tfojies. (wilh iis mouth fiitt) I never see eicb a {ilace for 
toockt and rings — I hope to goodni»a iiun,\V^taw>'*VBtit. 
*wne borne, (pours out boer Oiwi tirinfc*) 
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RB-mier Susan, with Moke, enveloped in an immense mackintoat 
— the lowei'part of his face is entirely concealed by a comfortef 
— he also wears a wide-awake pulled dose dovm over his eyes — 
NoBBS is completely concealed by back of arm ehair. 

Moke, {disguising his voice) Letter from Mr. Moke to Mrs 
ditto — ^bearer waits 

Susan, (aside — mappisihly) Drat the bearer! {ahud) Til 
give it missus. Exitf R. 1 e. 

MoKE. (aside ^iragiccdly) Pm convinced there^s a sensation 
drama of a diabolical description now performing within these 
walls. I, Mackintosh Moke, have been tamed out of my own 
house — ^pitched out of my own first-floor window, and rattled 
about in my own box like a tee-to-tum in fits, but Mackintosh 
Moke isn't going to give it up so; I'll sift this horrible mystery 
to the uttermost ; and then (tragicaUy) for vengeance — full, 
complete, and terrible ! (stamps) 

NoBBS. iyoiffi, his mouthful) Who's that a stamping on our 
carpet? 

MOKE, (who has meanwhile come forward, perceiving Nobbs) 
Aha ! What do I behold ? That costermonger, figged out in 
my garments, and consuming my provisions, fire and fury ! 
He seemestolivehere I (waiching) Two plates too! (furiously) 
Mrs. M. has evidently been hob-nobbing with the scoundrel. 

NoBBS. (looking round— with his mov/tiifvU) I say, you in the 
waterproof. Old Moke ain't a coming home, is he ? 

Moke, {^unih withering sasrcaxnC) Perhaps, you'd prefer '^ old 
Moke " would stop away ? 

NObbs. Stop away ! I wish he'd stop away altogether. 

Moke, (aside — tragicaUy) He owns it ; the miscreant owns it. 

Nobbs. (unth his numthfuU) Don't get such snug quarters 
evenr day ! And then, the missus is so precious kind to me. 

Moke, (starting violenUy) T|ie fef ft Eht m ! (widly) I — ^I — 
can't stand this ! (tragically) 1 feel an irresistible desire to 
plunge yon carving knife into the miscreant's bread basket ! 
(stealthily steps behind table and seizes carving hnife) 

Nobbs. (suddenly turning round) Now then, gently with that 
ere implement I 

Moke, (stammering molmlUy) I — ^I— was about — ^a— a — to 
cut myself a — a sandwich. 

NobbS. (retreating to c.) Thcjp, perhaps, yonll cut it a little 
farther off— or if you'd cut it altogether, I shoidd prefer it. 
I don't half like tms gent in the waterproof. 

Enter Julia and BusAS, hoMy^ B. 1 e. 
Julia, (looking at letter) This i& loaU^ m^<yE&^Y.^<»&s»ki\sb 
my bttsband in this letter oirecwVisJiisA xga ^^ir^ 'v^^^^^^^ksmi^ 
leproMbeMl 
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Moke, {atHe) Hdv well she felnus Burprisc ! 

JiJUA. (bmvildtred] He accuees me of having hireAl 
usaism in cordnroyfl to turn him out, and (refurrioff ' ' ''" 
turpriied) throw him out of window 1 

NORBB, {amle) Corduroys! (puUing up dressing gaum and 
looking oJ his nether garmenti — crossing to r, 

Julia, (bmnildtml) Whnt on eivrth does he mefui? I'll 
hasten to him at once, {turning to Moke, u.) But where i» my 
bwluuid? 

£hiierRosELS,^duringlastvx>rdaeautionsliiatbaehfdoiiri'nJfal,t. 

Rose. (i..,fiotrea>ffnisijigM.i3KK^aside) Where's herhusbandl 
laloud) I knowwhereheis, J'li takoyoulo him; {offeriiighit 
arm) tie'ajustwound the comer. 

MoK-B. (c. B., htaUly intm'podng—fKnoutly) He isn't wound 
the comer. 

Jnui. (c. L.) He isn't, (bewiltlired) Then where is he? 

Mdkk, llhro'Eiiig ojfhli cloak — striding a IreniBJuloiiB attUad^ 
—IragioaU;/) Here— offl off I disguise, Moke is liimaulf si^iii ! 
Oho 1 ftha I {burletque lablcau) 

All. What 1 

JciLiA. {jejifHUy amirmteMng him) My dear husbandl 

MOKB. (fTagicallg) Womiiii, »vuunc! (JuuA slurb ' 

Robe. (ii^rnMf^) The luubaud again 1 Oh, gwttcioua 
btHttd arm ehair) 

NoBBS. (r., dumbftyundcrcd) Husband I and I've buen given 
him "vun, two, three." I'd better niuke it uu at onto. ((wm» 
rouHdwilhextreniect)rtlialit!/)iS.iike,niydeaTfeiiQ''',iiowaiey<ta'/ 

HoiB, (mill IretnendoM digniCg, pugMng him away) Off, 
burglarious desperado ! 

Jdua. {re-qppronehing) But, my dear Mackintosh 

Hoke. {Uihifwife,i):liol'aaapproachvdhim) Don't MackintoBk 
me. Away, deceittul femalel 

Julia. ((u(ot»u/'>i/)Oecei[ful(«nuilet isit posslbtc? Ves— yet 
■^ weitijl, [to Nohtib) You've been turning out the wrongmnn, 

NOGBS. (betoildircd) Solperceive. But where'slherigat un? 

Boss, {aside) ltEtwikiiBme,rdbetterl)eotf. (p\epa sUaitkOg 
from behind arm chair, andmakee/or the door) 

Julia. Wlty, there lie goes I (j^nUag to Eosgleap) 

NoBBs. Aha! {naming after htm) No,yoDdtin't— notabit of 
it I {dragging kim bade) Olio! yours the hidcutioal, are youf 

Rose. {/lorrtWjf alannedj No, I'm nut— pon honour, I'm noti 

More, {seizing 'Roer.vcjiF by the mr) You've called for th« 
ineome tas have you? 

NuBBS. tdmgning him) Tlvcn, we'll give you nine-pence in 
i/ie poand! I've ttirned ft 'Bpectahic man out uf hia own lunue, 
*ail aU along o' yoa, eli? 
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Rose, {stammering) N— n— no—I — I— I— -Oh, gwacious I 
this is dweadful ! 

NoBBS. {continuing) Howsomdever, the 'spectable gentleman 
went out o' that window, {pointing off^ L. 2 E.) The wile im- 
poster shall go out o' this ! 

Moke, {seizes Rose.) Out with him I 

Rose, {struggling — horribly alarmed ) No — no —you wouldn't 
be so cwuel ? 

Moke. \ {together) Wouldn't I though ! (Moke and Nobbs 

NOBBS. )take him to window, C.) 

Nobbs. Now, then, prepare for instant hextermination. (theif 
take RosELEAF and aMempt to raise him) 

Rose, (in an agony of terror) Murder I 



. (tn 
Julia. \ 



Moke. Out with him! the ornamental water butt's just out- 
side, {they lift Mm on to window ledge) 

Rose, {on his knees on window ledge — to Julia suppUanUy) 
A — ^a — you wouldn't suflfer them to sacwifice an intewesting 
fellow cweature ? 

Julia. Well, {laughing) Vm afraid I must intercede for him 
after all. {to Roseleaf) You'll never persecute unprotected 
females again? 

Rose, {stammering) I said I would, but, I weally (looking ai 
Julia who is checking him) won't j upon my sacwed honour. 

Moke, {relmsing him) Let me catch you calling for any 
more income-t£^, that's all. {aside) Ife; ae r vcB - me right byt 
fl ir t ing w t feh fftDoinating w i dowc ; whon INe gut a chaitiiiug 
vifn at hfmir 

Nobbs. {releasing Roseleaf who re-enters, and approaching 
Moke — making a leg) No offence, your honor's worship — if I did 
turn you out it was all for your own good you know, {talcing off 
dressing gown, &c.) 

Moke. My own good ? {rubbing his arm ruefully) Ahem I 
I don't know how to express my gratitude. 

Nobbs. Then I'll tell you. Engage me as a wally-ie-sham-* 

Susan. Oh, do, sir ! he'll look splendacious in red plush. 

Moke, {aside) He certainly would make a magnificent Johnny, 

Nobbs. And if you wants a reference, I've plenty o' re- 
ferences, {to Audience) You'll give me a reference, won't you, 
ladies and gentlemen ? I always exert myseff to give satis- 
&ction, so recommend the engagement, and I'll take care you 
shidl never have occasion to say " Turn Him Out." 

JuuA. MoKB. Noqbs. Susan. Roseleai; 
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AN ODD LOT. 



Scene. — An Apartment — doors, k. c, and l. 2 e. ; window 
L. 3 E. ; sofa, R. ; table with breakfast, L. ; arm chair and 
footstool, L. of table; chair with umbrella, R. of table*, chaw 
with a railway rug, near c. doors ; fiower stand at window ; 
oOier furrdture tofiU out Scene, 

Hammer discovered on sofa, reading newspa/per — Becky pre- 
paring breakfast oJt table, L. 

Hammer, (yavming) G-oodness gracious ! what can be the 
matter with me ? I am not going to be ill I hope. Since I left 
my auctioneering business, and knocked myself down for a 
peaceful lot, in this retired country town, I never felt so 
knocked up. (yawns) The symptoms are becoming alarming. 

(feds his pulse) 

Beckt. (at table) Your break£Mt*s ready, Mr.. Hammer. 

Hammer, (suddenly) Oh! 

Becky, (alarmed) Lor ! what is the matter with you, sir ? 

Hammer. Becky, you have hit upon the solution of the 
important problem. 

Becky. Have I ? ah, sir, I always know^d as how I was no 
fool. 

Hammer. Becky, I have been anxious!/ debating with 
myself whether the fits of yawning which have afflicted me 
for the last half hour, proceeded from any derangement of my 
system; but I have discovered the clue to the enigma-^I 
wanted my breakfast. 

Becky. Which it's quite ready, sir — and all hot. 

Hammer, (crossing and sits at table, in arm chair) The savoury 
odours announce the fact. Whereas my niece, Adela ? 

Becky. She's had her tea and toast. *Twixt you and I, sir, 
she's off her feed — ^I think she's in love. 

Hammer. In lovel well, it's possible — she's not like me, all 
intellect. But intellect must be nourished — (eats) It's the 
degrading necessity of animal nature. 
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hnmanity. I am a man of intellect {eats)— yon, Becky, are a 
woman 

Becky. Aud one of the right sort, I flatter myself, sir. 

Hammeb. Yes, Becky, I tliink I may say you are — and one 
exactly suiied to a man of sducatioQ, ana intellect— (eoft} 
like myself. You can grill a mutton chop to admiratioa — 
nothing excels your puSs ; and, a* an auctioneer, I know what 
a puff IS worth — the OresBing of your tiare is first rate — and in 
curl papers 

Becky. Lor, sir I ray hair in curl papora ? 

Hammer. I mean in papillotte — your cutlets are exquiuta. 
1 have thus catalogued aU your substantial qoalities, saying 
nothing of your, discretion and propriety — I nave never per- 
ceived, 01 even euspected a follower. 

Becky. As for that, sir, I'U take my davy 

Uahmea. Don't take anything — not even the trouble. As 
an auctioneer, I can appraise your value, and I can rely witk 
confidence upon ray appreciation, (ruet) Becky, that calf's 
heart was eiquieitely stuffed, and it induce me to relieve my 
own of its staffing. I have never married, Becky ; inteUect 
has hitherto been opposed to & marriage of inclination — con- 
Beqaently, not having married, I've remained a bachelor. 

Becky, (r. c.) You don't say ao sir? 

Hammer, (l.c.) ButIi£^sayao1 Listen, and don't intermpl. 
A bright idea has however dawned upon me — 1 might marry 
without love— not that I object to that weakness Mi the part ot 
a woman who may adore me, 

Becky. Oh, Mr. Hammer, there's many a young woman 

Hammer. Don't intemipt I If 1 quit my present condition 
it shall not be alone, Becky — it shall not be alone. 

Becky. In course not, sir! you'll take a nice, tidy, respectable 
young woman. 

Hammeb. Trust to my genius for valuation. But first, I 
must gel my nephew, Edgar, and my niecej Adala, off my 
hands. My defunct sister, who was a woman of no intellect, 
believed ia affection, and all such romantic rubbish, and made 
mo promise to let her children have their own free choice, and 
knock themselves down 

Becky. Lor, sir 1 

Hammer. 1 mean marry according to their own inclinations. 

Becky. Did you really, sir? I shouldn't have thought it 
of yon. 

Hammer. That's to say, I vowed to obey her wishes. Edgar 
hae just finishedhis studies in town ; and 1 have taken Adela 
home from school. So now they may fall ir '""" ' 
fbef plfaiie. 



as BogaHl 



AN ODD LOT. 5 

Bbcet. ph, yes, sir ! the soonei^ the better. 

Hammer; Becky, that aspiration is immoderate ! But, as 
I have reason to believe, that neither one or the other is 
possessed of any force of intellect, the probabilities are in 
favour of its fulfilment. They have money and expectations. 

Becky. Then they have got the needful. 

Hammeb. As regards the money, it will be paid pver to 
them. As to their expectations from their bachelorvuncle here 

g resent, they will be ml. As soon as they are married, I shall 
ave a new coat made, purchase a bridal wreath and veil — and 
— and — ^marry you. 

Begkt. Me I oh dear ! you take away my breath, {aside) 
I ought to faint — I will. (cUoud) Oh, sir i support me ! 

Hammer. Don't give way to weakness — ^you are too heavy. 

Becky. Well, then, I won't. 

Hammer. That's right. 

Becky. Oh, sir, you must allow me the weakness of loving 
you — oh, Hercules 1 

Hammer. Kepress this flattering emotion, Becky — It's pre- 
mature — dissimulate your extacy ; go to market, and buy me 
a chicken for dinner — ^be sure it's tender. 

Beckt. Oh, yes, sir, it shall be nice and tender about the 
breast — I know whatyou likes. 

Hammer, {aside) When a man of intellect marries his cook, 
it is to make sure of being properly stewed, roasted, and 
generally done for. {aloud) I think I hear my niece, Adela 
— ^now go. {crosses L.) 

Becky. Yes, sir ; oh, Hercules f {aside-^oing) When we 
are married, catch me cooking for you — I'll have a drudge of 
my own, and won't I serve her out, if she's saucy. Exit, L. 1 e. 

Hammer. Now that's what I call a good morning's work — I 
have got a wife, and saved the cook's wages. 

J^Jnter Adela, r. d. toiih letter, 

Adela. Oh! uncle! uncle! uncle! 

Hammer, (l.) Had I three ears — ^but I haven't, as far as I 
can estimate my own individuality — nevertheless, I will hear 
you. 

Adela. (r.) Here's a letter from brother Edgar, with the 
London post mark. 

Hammer, {taking U) His answer; now for it. I have 
acquainted hun wii^ the wish of your late mother — the most 
worthy — ^but the most un business-like of women — to wit, that 
I should permit him, without let or hindrance, to marry the 
object of his choice, whoever she might be. 

Adela. Only him? 

Hammeb. Yes, and you too. 
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Ai>EU. Oh, how Dice I 

Haumer. Hepresf! thUeiuheranceof viTacity.Ientreat you, 
Adelft. {opetu letter) But what does Edgar advertise? 

Adela. Oh, do tell me ; I am dying of curioBtty. 

Uamuer. Repress, my dear child, repress. {reading) 
" Beloved uncle," — Too strong by half — he wants something — 
" Nothing could arrive more opportunely, than yonr affectionate 
letter. My poor, dear mothers wishes shall be instantly rei- 

Seoted. I intend to take the esriy morniag train, and coma 
own to you to-morrow, with the adorable being to whom I 
devote my iiiture eiistenco. I was embarrassed how to discloBB 
.0 you that my choice was fixed for ever ; but your letter 



eettled the matter, and made me the I 






Adei^ (jumping tniA joy) Oh, heres news ! 

Hammer. Rapreas, my child, repreBS. {reading) " Yon will 
find that the lady of my choice occupies an elevated positioD 
in society," Is that boy going to raarry a duchess ? " Prepare 
all for our reception," etc., etc., etc. The usual flourish. 

Ad^a. And is Edgar coming to-day ? Oh! I'm so happy. 

Haumek. I shall never teach that child the value of i«- 

Cision. Weill I must say this intelligence u highly satts- 
ory. Why, we shall have a wedding in the house before' 
WB know where we are. 

Adbla. Two, perhaps. 

Hamues. Two — what do you mean? {asidi) Can Beck; 
have divulged our secret? 

Adela. Haven't I the right to chooee as well as my brother ? 

Hammeb. Of course. 

Adela. Well then, uncle, here'a more news for you— my 
choice ia made. 

Hammer. Why, you don't mean to say you are in love? 

Adela. Yes, uncle ; and he is such a duck I 

Hammeb. How can you he such a goose as to fonn sach a 
foul attachment ? But moderate your rhapsodies, my child — 
who is the volatile in question ? 

Adbla. An artist I 

Hamuer. A painter 7 

Adela. No, the coninror who performed at Mrs. Trimmer's 
when the prises were distributed, 

Hauheii. What! the disciple of Professor Frickel? A 
ju^ler I 

Adela. {faHing onhit thoulder) h\at\ uncle, he has juggled 
away my heart. 

Hauher. Then he most juggle it hack again. 

Adela. Impossible! 

Hahhgu. Nonsense I He gave mo my watch, which 
pounded in a mortar ; and my handkerchief, which he ' 
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before my very eyes. Fm not going to have a mountebank 
for a nepneW) I can tell yon. 

Adela. An artifity nncie — an artist, wbo has performed before 
all the crowned heads of Europe. 

Hamheb. Humbug ! a man who makes pancakes in his hat. 

Adela. But I love him. 

Hammeb. a fellow who would put an extinmiisher over you. 

Adela. Think of the honour of being uncle to such a great 
man! 

Hammeb. Honour, indeed! what would your brother say, 
who is about \to unite himself to a lady occupying an elevated 
position in society, when he introduced his bride to a brother- 
in-law who swallows lighted tow ? You'll never get him to 
swallow that. 

Adela. Edgar would never be so unjust ; he has made his 
choice after the dictates of his own heart — why should he 
condemn mine? 

Hammeb. Adela, I shall never knock down such a lot to you . 

Adela. Well, Til bid for no other ; I'll die an old maid. 

Hammeb. {aside) That wouldn't suit m^ book. (aUmd) Then, 
degenerate girl, by the avuncular authority which I have the 
right to exercise over you, and in the face of all my household 
gods, I give you my (raises his arm as if to curse her) 

Adela. {fdlUng on her knees) Spare me ! 

Hammeb. My consent to follow your own inclinations. 

Adela. Oh, my dear uncle ! what a charming man you are. 

Hammeb. Well, I dare say I am. (Adela ^oes to window and 
arranges flowers) 

Adela. I am sure you will like Alphonse. 

Hammeb. Oh ! his name's Alphonse, is it ? 

Adela. Yes ; isn't it a pretty name ? 

Hammeb. What's in a name? Is he a foreigner? 

Adela. Yes, a Frenchman ; I shall be Madame Alphonse ; 
think of that, uncle. Oh I there he is, in the pastry-cook's 
shop opposite, {she waves her hand to him from window) 

Hammeb. {goes to window) What! that fellow eating a 
penny ice ? 

Adela. Yes, that's Alphonse. (Reckons to him) 

Hammeb. Goodness gracious J what are you doing ? 

Adela. I am only beckoning to him to come here, and receive 
your blessing. 

HABfMEB. I'll throw It to him like a copper, out of window. 

Adela. He's coming. Runs off, c. door. 

Hammeb. So he is — and there's all my plate about ! {wraps 
forks, &c,, dfc., in table napkin) There's no knowing what he 
may do ; he may even luggle my easy chair into his waistcoat 
pocket, {jgoes over to "Bi^ 
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Enter Adela, leading Alpbosse, c. door. 

Adela. Come in, Alpbonse; here is mj uncle. 

AuBON. (l., a»!ik) A comfortable looking old party; 
decidedly weak in the upper story — so much the better for 

Adela. (c.) Uocle, this 'm Alphonao <!e BeauTisxge. 

Hammek. icroieing to c.) So, sir, you ara^ 

Alphon. AIphooEB de Beauvisage, professor de chiromaticie 
— necromancy — preatidigitation — ventrilo que — fantasmagorie, 
and all other delusions, {speainny in aforngn accent) 

Hammer. I've no doubt of it. 

Alphon. Maaterof Arta, from the Universities of Hfunbnrg 
and Baden- Badeo, in the Ecieuceof legerdemain, or as you call, 
ileifiht-of-hand. 

Hahueh. Very likely. 

Alphon. Who l|!i» had the honour of beitjg applauded by 
all the crowned haivdB of Europe, Aeia, Africa, and America, 
and the fifth quarter of the globe— Auatraiia— the Grand Turk, 
and the Pacha of -Jericho. 

Hamheb. (atidej I wish you were there now. 

Alphon. For the truth of my assertion, vide the aplendij 
wood-cut on the bills, representing M. Alphona« surrounded by 
all the sovereigoB of every couotry, with their crowns upon their 

Hahubr. (c.) No donbt you would sooner have had the 
ciowna in your pocket. Decidedly convincing. 

Alphon. Would you like to see a specimen of my talent? 
Uehold 1 (takei up wnbrdla and a plate, and IwirU tfte plate on 
it) You see. {plale JhUn and breaJc*) No deception, 

Ha.umek, Oh, no I no deception that one of ray best platen 
ia broke to pieces. 

Alphok. Now I ahall make your umbrella pass into the 
poaaeaaion of the Queen of Timbuctoo. Hey — presto — gone! 
{tticki the umbrella ttp^ the baeli: of hU coat, eo'as to be seen aboot 
the eoUar) No deception — no deception I 

Hammeo. Why, there it ia, atickmg up over your coat collar. 

Alphon. Ic has just came back into that eitraordinary and 
miraculoui position. Now in one moment 1 will send thia 
packet to the end of the world, (takei up napkin ctmUthiing 
forka, <fc.— Hahmeb takes it quickly) 

Hamubr. Thank you I I'd rather yon didn't I {puUparcdm 
hitpocket) All my family plate — I daro aay, indeed! (ofK^] 
Send it to the end of tne Rorld — he'd baVe sent it to ray' 

Alphon. Now keep your eye on me .- thialosfof bread cJuH 

disappear, {takw bread)^ J- ri 

~r*HAMMiis. I Ante say it will — he'll eat it 1 
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Alphon. I hear somobody coining, (as ihey turn, he pttU 
bread into hat, and puts it on) Hey ! presto — ^gone. Where 
would you like to find it ? 

Hammer. Well, not far ; under one of my flower pots. 

Alphon. That's nothing; what do you say to my hat? 
(fakei off hat, loaf folia out) Na deception I No deception I 

Adela. (r.) Charming, isn't it, uncle? 

Hammer. Very, my dear I but as I presume you didn't come 
here to give me a morning performance, may I ask what did 
bring you here ? (pulls out snuff box and takes snuff) 

AXiPHON. (taking hox) Zist! Cric! crac! return. VoUa, 
your box of snuff, (puts it up his sleeve, it falls out) No deceptioni 
no deception ! 

Hammer. (mcMng it up) I won't dispute your talent for 
sleight-of-hand. You wish to marry my niece ? 

Adela. Yes, uncle ! and I wish to marry him ! 

Hammer. Well, it com$s pretty much to the same thing. 
Now as I don't seem to care about having a conjuror for a 
nephew, can't you contrive to adopt another profession, less 
glorious, but more lucrative. 

Alphon. Aged, but respectable, party — ^never I I adore my 
wi and its mysteries. No power on earth shall compel me to 
renounce it. — Nothing ! Nothing I 

Hammer. Nothing? 

Alphon. But a comfortable independence. 

Hammer. I thought as much ! (aside) Now, then, I must know 
something about your history, your birth, and education. 

Alphon. As I never knew either my father or my mother, 
I cannot say I was bom of poor, but honest, parents ; they 
were probably the one, though I cannot answer for their being 
the other. I was brought up by the paternal care of an unole 
and aunt. She, poor thing, never appreciated th^striking proofs of 
affection bestowed on her by my amiable uncle ; so one fine 
morning she disappeared, leaving no traces of her whereabouts — 
I shed bitter tears for the loss of her (takes out handkerchief) 

E[amm£R. Proceed, as soon as you have secovered yoursefr ; 
your story is interesting. 

Alphon. I then gave myself up to my studies — I went to 
school. ^ 

Hammer, (aside) National or lagged ? (aloud) Preparatory ? 

Alphon. Yes, preparatory to iny grand career, I learnt my 
lessons in the streets of the grand metropolis, studying human 
nature in all its phases — Punch and Judy in particular ; from 
those illustrious professors I imbibed the first great principles 
of my art. A brilliant engagement was offered me m a 
wandering connpany of acrobats — ^I accepted ; not from self 
interest-Hd^o. ' Can you guess why ? 
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F 

r Hauhbr, Well — beeauBe — becauae — I give it np, 

Au'HOH. Because m; uncte, who was no less strikiag in hla 
sffsction to me, departed this life. I allowed more bitter teus 



escape me, and then set out in search of mv aunt. But I 
-like 



have aoiigiit her in vain— she has disappeared like a beantiful 

Adela, Thpre's a noble heart for you, ancle. 

Hamhi:r, Very affecting — touching in Ihe eitrenie. TouTl 
allow me to shed a tear, (laket mtt haadkerdrUf, bid ntUy Hcwt 
his Tioae) But a marriage with my niece can't be cooked Qp 
like one of your own pancakes. 

AoGLA. But, uncle, by my mother's will, I coo do as I 
please — and marry whom I please. 

Alfiion. And, with the aforesaid little independence, I 
might be prevailed upon to renounce my mysterioua and 
glorious art. 

Adela. Never, Alphonse, never 1 I love you aa the pro- 
fessor of your noble art; and a profeuor's wife I will be. 

{cromng to c, and laking hit haadi 

Hamkbr. That ever your mother should have left me • 
silly romantic child to brmg up ! she must have died onpnrpoae 
to pUgue me ; but some people will do anything ! There it ' 
notuing to be done or aaid to such silly people. Now t' ' 
my opinion 

Alphon. 1 perfectly agree with yoa. 

Haumkr. Why you don't know what it is ! (eroieinff to C.) 

Alphon. What does that matter, bo longaa I agree with yon. 

Hahuer. I must have a month to thiuk about it 

Adkla. (R.) a month 1 

Alphon. (l.) A month I— an eternity ! 
■ Uanusii. (c.) Repress — I implore you both — repress! When 
once I have formed a resolution, I never waver — never 1 

Adela. Alphonse! 

Alphon, Jemima ! — 1 mean Adela! {(heijareahmdloemt 
— Hammeb prewntt them) 

Hammrr. I didn't say press— I said repress. Now, young 
man, far be it from me to be rude to a foreigner, hut 1 ahwld j 
feel much obliged if yon would (motions to C. door'irm 

Alphon. An, I understand — abscond. J 

Adela. But you'll come back again ? 

Alphon. In the wave of & wand. 

Adela. In an hour? 

Alphon. What's o'clock? (Hammer laka out tooliA— Ax* ! 
FB0N8K about to lake if) 

Hauher. (holding match at a distance) Sir, this watch U not 

AipBOX. All right, I see. Adieu, cbe'rie; adieu, aged bat 



iw, young 
; 1 abvald ■ 

"^^^ 

iliA— Ax* 1 
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respectable party ; vou wish me to disappear — voila — ^presto I 

Stakes railway rug from chair at c. door^ and holds it vp hefcfe 
)im) 

Hammer. Going— going. 

Alfhon. GdneT {drops rag and exit quickly c. door, and then 
speaks) No deception I 

Hammer. Well, there is no deception — ^he has gone. Now 
what do you say to that stroke of business ? 

Adela. I say that you are a dear, good uncle ; you were 
rather cross at first, to be sure ; but, since you gave your con- 
sent at last, I forgive you. 

Hammer. Consent, indeed I I only wanted to get rid of him. 

Adela. Ah ! cruel man ! 

Hammer. Niece, I always knew you to be deficient in intel- 
lect, but I never thought to deplore a deficiency so lamentable. 
I shall nefcer give my consent. 

Adela. Then, uncle, I shall do without it. If parents have 
flinty hearts, I know what to do. I haven't read novels for 
notmng. 

Haioier. The Will and the Way, Lady Audley's Secret — 
a pretty education I've paid for. 

Adela. Tou are a weak, silly old man, and don't know your 
own mind two minutes together. First vou say I shall marry 
him, and then you say I shan't. Well, then, so much the 
worse for you. 

Hammer. Do you threaten me ? Deluded maiden, I renounce 
you as a bad lot I I've done with you — ^marry him, and 

Adei^. Be happy ever afterwJds. 

Enter Becky, c. door, 

Becky, {dovonj l.) Sir, sir ! there's a fly from the station, 
just drove up to the door, with a lady and gentleman. 

BLammer. (c.) Inside? 

Becky. In course ; you don't suppose they were outside on 
the roof. 

Hammer. My nephew, I dare say. 

Adela. (r.) Mvorother Edgar; now we shall see. 

Hammer. In all probabflity we shall see. 

Becky. This is what I call being taken on a plush. 

BUmmer. Becky, allow me to correct you— at a non pM ; 
but I am always prepared. Becky, where is my best coat ? 
(getting excited) Becky, where the devil is my coat ? 

Becky. You'll find your coat, &c., in apple-pie order in your 
room, dear Her (Hammer stops her) Dear Mr. Hammer, il 

Hammer. Thanks, Becky, I must make an impression on the 
£ur stranger ; intellect will do much, but outward appearance 
moBt not be utterly disregarded. ExU, c. door. 
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Becky, (luide) Maater Bdgai'. 
them got rid of. (aloud) Won't you be gtad 
intended, his wife as is to be, miss? 

Adela. No. 

Becky, {atide) There's something wrong here. 

Adela. Uncle's in a desperate hunj to run after Edgar's 
intended, but pays very little attention to mine. 

Becky. Why, lor I Miss Hadderlah, you don't m 
yoa've got an Intended ? 

Adela. Of cooree I have ; isn't it quite natural 1 

Becky. As natural as nature, aod the pablication of ' 
Well, miss, I'U tee what can be done for you. 

Adela. Yon don't mean to say you can help me, Bec^^ 

Becky. Who knows? 



a to wf 
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Adela. Oh, ray dear good Becky I 
Becky. Leave all to me, miss ; 111 mt 



Becky. Leave all to me, miss ; 111 make your nnde give hia 
consent ; I know a receipt for cooking his goose, or my nuDe 
is not Rebecca Groggins. (aside) Which I hope it'll soon be 
something else. 

Adela. Why, Becky, what will you do? 

Becky. Bless you, miasl I'm not a cook for nothink. ITl 
underdo his roastB, and overdo his boils, put pepper in his 
apple tart, and mustard in his custard, and if that won't do, 
Vn starve him out. 

Adela. How kind and considerate of you, Becky ; batjtist 
now he's taken it into his head that Edgar is going to mairjra 
princess at least. 

Becky. A princess, in one of oldSpavins's ricketty flies? 
Don't tell me— it can't be 1 

Adela. Certainly not. 

Becky. Hush 1 here they come — leave all to me, misa. 
(Becky gelt up stage, r.) 

Eater Hahheb, leading Zephymna vtith much oerfmony. \ 

Hammer. Enter, fiiir lady ; deign to place your feet withiii 
my humble demesne. The premines are not extensive, but 
pleasantly situated in an agreeable locality, I'eplete with every . 
convenience, an eicellcnt pump at hand. ' 

Becky. (aad«) She won't he long before she finds that out. 

CEFiiY'R. (L., looking Tounil) Yes, you seem very jolly hete. 

Haumeh. (c, (Mirfe) Jolly 1 (tUmid) Yes, I have a fine flow 
of animal spirits. 

Zefhvb. (looking rowid) Comfortably furnished. 

Haumeb. (asiiU) Why. she's taking an bventory. 

Zefhyb. And decidedly snug. , 

Haumer. (aside) Snug! what does she mean b^-tliat?((i^tKf1 
J am srieved, madam— my lady [aside) I wish I know bet 
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title, (aloud) I say I am grieved that #d havd not had time to 
make preparations for your reception. 

Zephyr. Oh, don^t put yourself out about me, old gentleman. 

Hammer. But my niece Adela, whom I have the honour to 
present to you, will see that your apartment is ^ot ready. 

Zephyr, (looking through, eye gktsa) Your niece ALdela ? — 
Charming, charming !— would look first-rate as a sylphide. 

Hammer. Of course-^yes, yes. (amie) What does she mean 
by a sylphide ? 

Zephyr, (crosses to Ad^lk) Embrace me, my child ; we shall 
get on together, first rate—I can see with halt an eye. (aside) 
Poor thing I shy — decidedly shy. 

Hammer. Adela, my child, see that the blue room is in order 
for — ^for — lier ladyship, (aside) Why doesn't she declare her title? 

Adela. (aMe — going) If that's aristocratic breeding, give 
me an artist. — What a difierence with my Alphonse I Come, 
Becky. ExUi R. door, 

Becky. Yes, miss, (aside— going) I'll be just as good a fine 
lady as she, any day, see if I don't, when I'm Mrs. Hammer. 
EocU^ R. door,— at Adela's exit, Zepbyrika sits on sofa. 

Hammer. It was very kind of you to notice that poor girl, 
my lady — madam — a — — 

Zephyr. Call me Zephyrina, old gentleman ; no ceremony, 
I beg. 

Hammer. Well, then, since you are so condescending — 
Zephyrina. (atdde) What a mouthful ! I declare I'm blushing 
all over ; I must be as red as a lobster, or pickled cabbage. 
(aloudj I was afraid you would not deign to notice my foolish 
niece. 

Zephyr. Draw it mild, old gentleman, and a little clearer 
from the tap ; in other words, expound. 

Hammer. Well, the foolish girl has fallen in love with a low 
creature — a— a — I'm ashamed to say it 

Zephyr. Go ahead, old gentleman. 

Hammer. Well, with a — a — (makes pantomime as if playing 
with the cup and baH) 

Zephyr. Hey! 

Hammer. Who does this sort of thing, (takes umbrella and 
(Utempis to balance it — Zephyrina rises from sofa, and goes to 
Hammer) • 

Zephyr. Ah , I see I — an artist. Does he do anything in this 
style ? (takes umbrella from Hammer, and uses it as a balancing 
pole during tight rope dancing) 

Hammer. What exquisite grace t what enchanting elegance ! 

Zephyr. Well, never miud, old gentleman ; a man's a man 
for all that. 

Hammer. What condescension! I expected to find you 
alwayB on the high ropes. 



^ 
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Zefhts. Nonienie I we c&n't be at it aU day. 

H&MNER. But from your elevated positioa, yon moBt anrel; 
look down 

ZcruYit. UccasioDally ; but my head ia never turoed ft tut 
the more for that. 

Uammek. What noble dieintereBled sentiment I Bat whst 
will your illuslrioua relations esy, when they see you (oaks a 
spring through all cDnvenlional rales? 

Zgpiiys. Oh t they are pretty ased Co springing in my family 

Sound and lofty. 
\H31EB. (aside) Lofty I can understand ; but what doei ihe 
u by ground ? 



nai aoeiine 1 
d change — 1 



!'Ai>Ei.A. (down, R.) The bine room is all ready. 

Zephyr, (v.) Well, then, I'll just make a rajad change — ' 
take off my hat and mantle, (eruiniiig to door, St. 2 £.) Come, 
dear, we'll have bucIi a chatter, atid you shall tell roe all about 
your love al&ir. 

Adela. (aside) She certainly improves on acquaintance. ' 

BecKt. (examining the lace on Zephykina's mantle a* ahe 
poiHi) Taint real ; — well, thAt*s no businesa of mine. 

Zephyr. Ta, ta, old gentleman ! Exit tnilh AnELA, R. door. 

Hammer. She's a lip-top lady of quality. What do you 
tnink of her, Becky? 

Becky. (dowii,R.) She's well tnwsed and garnished ! So there's 
your nephew off your hands ; but what's the u«e of that, when 
you won't let Mias Haddelali inarry her elioice ? I may wait 
a Itrng time before I'm Mrs, Hammer, at that rate I— it's ail a 

Hammer, (l.) But I can't let her marry a vagabond. Some- 
body else will turn iip. 

Becky. A swindle ! 

Hammer. Beckyl my good Becky 

Becky. Don't Beck? me! — it's a swindle — a breach of 
promise of marriage; and I'll have yon up before the Wild judge. 

ilAHMEU. Becky, you'll drive ine mad ! nonsense, Becky. 



^CKY. I'm not going to be put off and on like a glove, 
vhatever you may think. If you won't give Miss Haddelah 
your consent, ana marry me, give me my month's witgcs and 



my carackter. 

Hammer. Becky, do yaa want to leave me? 

Becky, (eryiag) I thought to have remained forever— to love 
and cherish you, and — and — dish you up all the delicaciof of . 
1, and do for you all that I could. ' * ' 
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Hashier, Beclcy, what you say gOM to my heart, 

Bedev. lerying] You haven't got one, or you wouldnH ihwaU 
Uiu Uaddelah't love. 

Hamueb. Hut, B«cky, would you be aunt to a mountebank? 
I'm a philoBOpher, Becky, and— - 

Becky. Vta a nhilosophcr loo, and think all things fur ths 
best, {tuide] Or 1 shouldn't have accepted you. 

Hamkgb. But I don't want to part with you, Becky. 

Becky, {atide) He's comiog round. (aUmd) Poor Miss 
Haddelah, bligltted hke a bad potatoe 1 Oh, it's cruel ! and 
I'm blighted like a tater, loo— Oh, oh ! {cria very loud) 

Hammer. Pay don't howl in tbat way, Becky, {fh* crtea 
limder) "niere, there, I give in. 

Becky, ((uwfa) I knew he would, [ojaud) Oh, you're a dear 
good manl 

Hammer. Becky, Tra a man of loleQect ; yon, Bocky, are & 
iMraan, and— «Bd 1 have my weaknesses, {iatamhef) 
• Exltr Edgar tuAkui^, c. iKmp. 

Edgar, {ap atcdoor) Ibeg pardon; I'm afraid Pve mada 
a mistake of the house. 

Hammer. Edgar 1 Oh, lor I 

Becky, (r.) The newy ! so much the better for me. 

Edgar, {cnmiag doicn, L.) Don't mind me, uncle; I'll look 
•notlis way- 

ilAMMElt. NonsfaM, eirl I was only whispering aa order to 
My co»k— « nice little delicate dish for your inl«jiied — « — a — 
a — rump steak and onions. Go along, Becky. 

Becky. Yes, sir. {tro*»ei' (o i,. —adds) If I aio't Mrs. Hammer 
after (his, I'll be atewed, grilled, and biled to ragsl Exit, L. 

Edgab. (l.) So, uncle, these ate the tricks you are up tO| 
eh? Oh, fie, fiel 

Hammer. Nonsenoe, boy ; jou don't know what yon are 
talking about. Oh, h^^'s your intended and your sister. 
Enter ADEiJiaruj Zepiiyrina, yrom b 

Edoar. (erotringto Adela) Ah, Adelal there youare; how 
grova sad how pretty ! 

Adela. (r. c.) Oo along with you 1 

Edoar. {l. c.) Why, I declare you are quite a 

HahuI'^R. (l.) Ye«, and an obstinate one, too. 

*"~ ~ ■ "" f, what's the miitter? 

le positively insists on marrying — 

AuELA. Anartistjbrother. Zephyrinaapprovesof mychoice. 

Hammer. No such thing I impos&ihle ! your brotlier will ba 
indignant when he knows all ; the blood of the Hammers roUa 
is hu veins 1 he will never consent to your marryinga conjurot 



u are ; how | 
romaj^^^^l 
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Edgar. Wbatl Addn, coma tomyaTiudl («ni&riice«] TkneW 
there was aliVAya a Hympalhy between ub— I sp[>rDVf; of youi 
choice. 

Hammkr. WhiLt — ^thout Beeinc him ? Ob, lie, Edgu-I 70a 
who aro about to make suuh a brilliant match I & lady — I don't 
know her title — of an elevated sphere in life ; of an andent 
family, no doubt- — - 

Zephyr, (r.) 3o ancient, that it is loat in the obscurity of 
ages, 

Uau.ver. Whose ancestral trunk 

Zephyie. [foside) Was left at. the Elation. (ZEPirYRiHA and 
Adbia imCb up itage conoeraing) 

Haumer. Mu St haveplacedher in her present elevated position. 

EoOAK. Oh, ye« I high enough sometimes. 

Hahmeb. By-the-bye, you have never told me where yott 
first Ban your lovely Ipride ; where did you meet? 

■Bdoar. Wb met —" 'twaa in a crowd." ]t was one evening 
on a fine sammer's night ; Iwas anrrounded by a brilliant throi^, 
in the balls of dazzling li^ht ; 1 was imbibing the delicious night 
air, and a glass of gin sUiig 

Hahucr. a what? 

Edcar. a foreign beverage, nncle.— When above me, high 
in the ur, stood the loveliest of women, simply attired in white 
and gold, with red shoes, crimson jacket, and a wreath of piRk 
roses. 1 looked aloft, as I do now, and 

Uaumeb. Well, wheie was she ? at a window ? 

Bog AH. No. 

Hamuer. On a church steeple ? 

Edgar. Guess again. 

nAMMER. In a Imlliion ? 

Edgar. No. 

Hamucr. Up a tree? 

Edgar. No, uncle, no. 

Hauubr. Well, OR 

EdqaR. Yes, yei— 

Hamuer. I give it 

Edgar. U 

Hammer. 

ZEfHTR. {do'iiin c.) Ve», tight or slack— with or * 
balancing pole, varied with ibe astounding act of the Hags, and 
concluding with a leati through the burning balloon gf Etuo, 
amidst the showers of Vesuvius, [diiriay (Am, lAe goes thruuqh 
tight rope butineM) There you have iny elevated position, old 

ffAMMBB. Stop, Stop I my head spina — my ejet are daatled 
MtA turr!^,!^ .>/• -paugles flitting before them ; 1 aia ^c™*«m* 
lalJc — ciialk oil the roge — tViaVli. oa V\ 
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chalk on the clown^s face— <ihalk all over — chalk— chalk I sup- 
port me, somebody I . , 

Zephtb. (offenng support) Lean on me, old gentleman. 

Hammer, (retreating to l, comer) Avaunt I I am the most 
deluded ot nncles 1 Shade of my departed sister I here's a 
precious mess yon have ^ot me into. I Ve made a vow, and I ' 
must keep it — yet, no — it can't be 1 Edgar ? {crossing c.) 

Edgab. (b. c.) Uncle, I love her. • 

Hammeb. (l. g.) Adela? 

Adela. (b.) I love him. 

'Hammeb.. Rope dancer ? ' . 

Zephyb. (l., witk extreme passion) I love him f 

Hammeb. Once more, Edgar. ; , 

Edgab. She loves me. 

SI"- }h« lo-^" me. • 

Hammeb. Tes, and we love them, mid they love us I (^oery 
exasperated) If you can do nothing better than conjugate the 
verb to love for the rest of your lives, I have done with yod 
all — ^you're a bad lot 1 (goes up and ikroiM himself in chair ^ a,) 

Zephyb. Edgar, how is this ? you promised me a low comedy . 
uncle, and you produce me a melo-dr^matie iyrant.- 

Edgab. Zephyrina 1 

Zephtb. But no,, my proud soul rebels! /willnotbelookefl 
down upon ; I — ^I who have been looked up to by thousands of 
admiring spectators. Farewell, EdgiEM: \ I return again to the 
arena of my triumphs ! (takes L. comer) 

Edgab^ Do you hear, uncle ? have you the heart to tear us 
asunder ? on my knees (kneds B, of Hammeb) 

Binter Alphonse, c. doors, 

Alphon. (at door) I think I*ve timed it. 

Adela. (runs up and brings him doum, B.) Ah, Alphonse t 
*tis the propitious moment — he yields — on our knees, (theyktieel. 
— ^Adela next to Edgab — Alphonse more to b.) 

Alphon. Aged, but respectable par^y, on my knees 

Zephyb. That voice 1— oh! 

Alphon. That cry I — ah ! (starts up into B.. comer) 

Zephyr. Joseph I * 

Alphon, Jemima I 

ZephVb. Not dead? 

Alphon. You alive ? 

Zephyb. You didn*t burst in a balloon ? 

Alphon. You were not smashed in a Mi from a rope ? 

Zephyb. I had- it from the best authority «- 

Aipiro^. J read it in the papera. 

Zephyb. Penny-a-liners f (fill this to U «pokfctv. T«£f>ax?i\ 
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Hahmbr. (c.) AVhat's all this ? 

El>GAR. 1 (h. of Hahhf.O, tptakiag acn 

and y Zephyrisa) v , 

Adela. )(«e(r(toEiKiAB,i7ieaiti'HffMAu'H0N)_( 

Hammer. This recognitioo is highly interesting, but, I Am 
bound to Bay, perfectly incomprehenaible. Whu are you? (ft) 
Zkphyhina) 

Zeprvr. (l.) Alas! 

Hamuf.k. CouHina ? (to ALruoNSE] 

Alfhon. (r.) AIm 1 

Hammer. Brother and sisier 7 {looking from 

Zepbyr. Alaa ! 

Hammer. Husbiuid and wife ? 

Son. K""'^^ ^^ '* predwly. 

Hammer, k 

Edgar. > Oh I (Hammer goes up a liitit) 

Adela. ) 

Adexa. (to Alphonbe) Aiidyou wanted tomBirym., 

Edgar, (to Zf.FHVBitiA) And you accepted me, wretched 
womui I 

Zfthyr. I thought I wu ft wMow. 

Alphon. So did I. 

Hammer, {comtng finvmrd, u. c.) 1 triumph I 

Edgar. Oh, ray poor sinter 1 

Adela. Ah, my unhappy brother I (iJuy emhraet) 

Zephyr. Joieph, since you are alive. 

Ai.PHOH. Jemima, since it csn't be helped. [Alfhoksb 
erouei to Zephyriha — lA«y embrace) 

Hammer, (c.) And you are do foreigner? 

Alphok. (l. c] Not a bit, old gentleman. 

HAHMKit. (to Edgar and Adela) Deluded children I 

Edgar, (r. c.) Tbat'a all very well, uncle ; but I caught you 
Uitiing your cook. 

HAtiMEK. It WAS a chaste H,Iuie. If /marry, it U became 
I have intellect, and listen to the dictalei of reaaoD, as a man 
of intellect ought tg do. 

Edgar. Main- 1 

Adela. (r.) Whatl you marry, uncle? 

Hammer. And as further concealment ia useleas, you Bhall 
see roy bride elect. Becky, Bucky 1 



Jfy children, behold the future Mri. UamToet^ 
1 ALrno.w. (n&rl to Uecky) What do I fieel !»■) fcnB\.^ >»acfc 
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Becky, (l. c.) I'm done brown ! 

Hammer, (a. c.) The aunt of a mountebank? Horror I What 
an escape ! 

Becky. Hercules I 

Hammer. i^f^eaJlxng) IVe done with you all — ^you are all an 
odd lot — a bad lot. My children, henceforth we must live in 
our own bosoms, {fiiefy aU three embrace — Adela geta between 
Edgar and KKMHEn^ leaving Edgar r. comer) 

Becky, ril have damages for breach of promise^see if I don't. 

Alphon. (between Becky and Zephyrina) Come, Jemima, 
come, aunt, we will leave this aged, but far from respectable 
party, and again seek our fortunes in the loftiest regions of 
high art. 

Hammer. Go ; I am merciful— I am generous ; and when you 
send round the hat, I'll give a halfpenny. (Alphonse, Becky, 
and Zephyrina move as if about to go) 

Hammer, (with a sudden exclamation) Oh ! 

All. What's the matter? 

Hammer. A thought strikes me : we are actually going to 
wind up affairs without a marriage — such a thing was never 
heard of I but perhaps we may be pardoned a deviation from 
established rules ; in fact, we only put ourselves up as '* An 
Odd Lot." Will anybody bid for us as such ? I think I saw a 
gentleman nod — thank you, sir — any advance f — thank you^ 
ma'am. Going — agoing — ^gone ! 

EooAB. Adela. Hammer. Beckt. Alphonse. Zephyrina 

B. c. L. 
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TAR TO THE KNIFI 



BEFOBS THE FABTT. 

Ubs. ttiECOuiiT dkctmred leated, reading, l. — Fenson ar- 
ranging ftirmlure. 

Mns. Harcourt. Tliat'l! do, Penaon. If you gii on altering 
Vid arranging for ever, you mill never make tlic rooraa larger. 

Pknson. Well, ma'am, as a villa m but a villa, liowaomever 
you arrange it 

Mkb. H. Just so ; then don't attempt impossibilities. 

Pehsoh. (aiming doti.m) No, oiA'am. Master's rather late: 
be'e coming home in time for the partv, I suppose, ma'am, ? 

Mes. H. Whatan absuri question, tenaonl Why shouldn't 
yoai master come home ? 

PENSOS. Beg pardon, ma'am; didn't mean auy ofienoe, I'm 
■ore. Only master's been out so macli lately that— 

Mna. H. Penson, you forget yourself. Pray hold you* 
tongueabout matters that don't coBoei'n you: youshouldkeep 

Penson. (attde) Yea, I mean to do that, sjiite of everything. 

Mbs. H. Because I am more familiar with you than most 
miatteBges, you should not presutoe.' I certainly do talk a 
great deal to you, as I am— so much^Bo much 

Penson. So mucli alone, ma'am. 

Hks. H. Certainly not ; 1 was not going to aay that. 

Penhon. I thought you were going to aay that master being 
«at 10 much, you naturally 

Mrs. H. (rue* and come* doum- b.) Once for all, Penson, do 
net refer to that again. 

Penson. Seejng it'a a sore poin^ Aa'am, I'll be careful. 
Wbiit's that ? I'm sure I hear the soh. d of a silk dress — an 
•ipeMive silk, too. There's ten and eixpence a yard in every 
rptle. 

"~l H. Oh ! it'e Mre. Delncouv ■, aVieBwViVtJiwswsftKES,-!- 
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MR3. Delacodb. Welt, .Vj dear, here I am you see, punctual ' 

Mrs. H. (m«(/i!37jsr} Andi'fidifints.'^ever, dear Mrs. Delaconr. 
Wrs. D. Mrs. Delacour ! Now, I declare if ^-oii call me bj 
that odioua name, I'll go away home this minule ; you are 
perfectly well anrare I was chriitened Emily, «iid wliy yon 
■hould be continually reminding me of tH great misfortune of I 
my life, I can't divine. 

Mrs. H. Well, Emilg, (hen. I 

PcMSON. {ande, looking at Mrg.Dehcoar'idreu) 01> t every , 
bit ten and sixpence a yard. ExU, L. r. 

Sins. D. IIow is it I find yon all alone in yonr glory ? {xUt, L.) | 
Mrs. H. Oh ! Mr. Hatcoart is oat,— on buainesB no doubt. I 

Mrs, D. Oh! of eourtt; they're always on boaineBs. Poor 
denr Delacour was almaiji out, and always ou bubiuesB. 

MR:i. II. He died a year after your marriage, did he not? 

MRii. D. Yes, dear ; leaving me a widow,— nothing inarfl. 
Luckily, mv properly being settled on myself, he couldnt 
touch It. Mil my dear. Time having Boftened the resentment 
] once boj'e him, 1 can now content myself by saying Le was » 
aad brnle I 

Mrs. H. Oh, Mrs. Delacour ! 

Mrs. D. I can't play the liynocrite, dear. I was forced, m ' 
mere child, to marry him, anil he tiied his best to break my ' 
heart; but he didn't doit, dear— ha, lia, ha! Uh, dear not It^ i 
wonderful wliat a deal hearts will endure — after marriage. It** 
rather odd your husband hasn't come in, isn't it ? 

Mhs. H. (eagtrhj) OK, no ! he was engaged to dine out at a 
chdi to-day, 1 know. 

Miis. D. Begun (hat already, eh? 

Mrs. H. Charley's been always accustomed to live well, and i 
CQr cook's not accomplished, and so he 

Mrs, D. Prefers snicndid misery in Pall Mall to domcatis 
bliss St Bayswater, eli ? Oh. these husbands t 

Mrs. H. Yes, and he's '' put up," as they call it, for one, and 
ia sure to be elected. 

MRg. 1). Hal which club is that ? 

Mrs. H. I think they call it the " Clifford." 

Mas. J). Oh, my dear, you don't say so ! whose doing's that t 
Mr^. U. Agentlemiin with whom be Uasltecotne acquainted < 
#^j~CtptA!n 7'/i/stlcton. 

"K. U What, Dick Thistletoii 1 (tfiey ri.ic^ 0\\,\WmtmWM^ 
Mjoiing married man fromhwliome^ Yft»ve»^\«>*iVai3 
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Mils. H. (B.) You know liim then? 

Mii8.r - 

Mna. 1 

MK3. D, Go atong, mv dearl i)ut don't ^ouJ 
Mu9. H. No, I've never seen him. 

MiiS. D. I met him at Harrogdte U£t year — met him a great 

;lc.il. You know what watering places are. Society eeems lu 

Hirig aside its conventionftl reserve, and people revel for a fibort 

reason in being natural. Folks get quitefrlenalyandfamiliaruntil 

iJieycomebact to town with its glaom and its iliamal propriety. 

Mils. H. What's he like ? handsome, Charley says. 

Mus. D. Oh I he's well enough m men go. 

Mrs. H. Come, now. Madam Quibble, irora your manner I 

■uspect 

Mfis. D. My dear, never suspect; always be cartain, you'll 
find it'll save a world of iroulile. 

Mro. H. Then I'm certain you take an interest in Captain 
Thisleton. lie's coming to-night. 

Mrs. I). I take aa interest in lum indeed I how utterly 
, absurd 1 when do you think he'll come ? 
I Mus. H, Oh, with Charley, no doubt, 

I Hbs. D. [looking at Iter watek, impati&itly) How very in* 
! cooaideraie it is of your husband being so late. All alike I 

I Mrs. H, Are they? waa Sir. Delacour at all like 

I Mus. D. [qviiMy) Dick Thistleton V not a bit I DeUcour 
wasn't handsome, nor young, nor agreeable, not a gutid dancer, 

' nor 

Mcs. II. Nor everything delightful, which it is evident 
Captain Thistleton ii. 
Mrs. D. Who said «o, pray? 
Mrs. II. Nobody ; only I don't suspect, you see, I make 

Mrs. D. Upon my word, au apt pupil, [croiaa, K.) 
Mk8. H. After all you've said I'm quite anxious to see this 
Admirable Crichtou. 
Mks. D. (r., a lUtle offended) Indeed, my dear! pray re- 
I member vou are a married wife. 

Mrs. 11, Now you're jealous! I'm sure you're jealou*. 
Ubs. D. Am I? [luugking) Well, perhaps I am just the 
least bit in the world; but there it's over now: I've only to 
; look in your eyes, dear, to see that you are aa simple and as 
honast M the light of day. {they kiss) 

Enter pEsacN, tatkknli/, door c. 
^BOK. Them two are ii\ways, \i\mnif.. >^w»i 'JaftT wVW 
■— -' — ■ '■•'--- -1 --- Rem \— V\«*t», in»;«». '«W'^*' 
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Mbs. H. Oh, yes, Penson. 

Mrs, D. Yes, but wait till we'vB gone ; we're just a liltU 
flurried — ain't we. dear? 

Mbs. H. No, you are ; I declare I'm aehatned of you — ha, 

Mrs. D. Well, he is belter lookin" than DeUcour, dew, 
I admit, {(he Ladies go off, latighing, door r.) 
Pbkson. How raJMUg can keep euch a light heart with the 
e get every day from the tradespeople, is a mystery 
le would think the butcher's bill alone would cm 
I'll stick to 'em tUI the 
i looka faithful. W«a 
iq, Mr. Nnbbly. 

Ei^er Nubbly, o. ; heit dreand a» a seedy hirtd aailtr, vntk 

a moKt expression of aounteaaiics lugguhvc of imbibmg tef)r- 

deiteUi, kia coat cu^« are too long for lam, and Aa hat o 

draygled'iiided while neeklk. 

Ndbb. (c.) I'm not a proud ihbd, Mr«. Penaon, bnt I do 
'ale bein' kept sttLiiding in pasMgBB. 

Penson. (r.) Van could have waited a moment in the hall. 

Nddb. Pre-aps so, bat I 'ate 'alls : why should I be kept 
■tandiug in the 'all ? I ain't a hnmbyreller. No, nor yet a 
golosh— no, nor yet a brommyter I 

pENSOK. Well, it was only a moment, 

NUBB. Oh, I'm aweer of that. But when parlies has a man- 
servant leave 'em sudden, ancl parties haa to tall back as a body 
may say on other parties which goes out to oblige, the coal 
and greengrocery line being such parties' reg'ler husiness, 
such parties objects to being stood in 'alls ; — or passages. 

Peneon. Well, never mind this time. 

NuBB. I go upon a reg'ler cistern of mv own. When I 
comes out for too sooperintend on occasions like this, I make 
it a rule to be like the gentleman as was lett on a deserted 
island, Mr. Alexander Simcoi, " Monarch of all 1 soiveyitr 
from Chaney to Peru," that's my dsteni. 

Penson. And quite right loo. 

Nl'bb. Everybody knows me — I don't go a hiding of my 
beak in the sand like the wild Pelliking of the wooda— catch 
me at it: my name's painted over my shop; Nubbly is mjr 
name, coals is my profession; though hequal to tons on ■ beraer- 
gcncy, I do not despise the yqmble 'undred — my motto i* AU 
Desprandrum, my politics is liberal, and my terras is cash. 
j^/i £.; hereanin paTthi hnttended.y 

Psmoit. Ab, Mr, Nnbbly, you mnsl \iave pu^. t-j ». 

^^^^iattune by thiatimo — yon aee you're alw&ya in mm' 
^^■•w»«A(Tpiritic/idi>csagoodBtrokeof^ua\a«U|VU''S| 
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Ndbb. Well, I don't complain, Mrs. P.-mine's a nerTOiia 
bnunesi, though, nhat with the HuctutTations in coala, novhiij.) 
BQd now down, and the " rumourad reappearance of diaease in 
the tatm," as tltey Eiiye in the tioospapi's, and the hinauspi' 
eioos weather,' hoperating huobenehcml on the light spring 
wan, which is always at the service of the public for 'Ampton 
Races, i/eps^m, or hany think helae, partaking of the nature of 
"hontine," and then the hacoumulation of bad debts, and a 
orror of olesome wedgelables becoming the fashion for fear uf 
&t — my bed is not one of roses, Mrs, P.— I do assure you ; it's 
L hoiretflowing coal Back, and the sharpest hedged bits hupper- 

PenSON. (aigking) Hah, Mr. Nubbly, I date say you liave 

NcBB. Eight you are, Mrs. P. [ bad debts, now. Now, 
Ura. P. [looking round) 

Pesson. {aside) There's a auspicious look in hia eye. I've 
•lUpected it before; he admires me. 

NuBB. Lookhere.(i;eKing'!ot(iard»fte)-) Nobody8hont,isthere? 

I'ENBUV. {a»ide) Me do admii-e me ! 

NOBB, This ia reyther what I call a flighty neighbourhood. 

Pbnson. (oritfc) He's goiiig to account for his abruptness. 
(ratAer coqtutU^y) 1 don't understand you, Mr. Nubbly. 

Nnnii. Welt, parties' cume and go ratbev sudden. Here to- 
day and gone to-morroTi'. Can't tmst 'em long. 

Fekbdn. [atidt) He's afraid of my being off, and him not 
able to come lo the point. {alo\td) Some parties are not so fickle, 
Mr. Nubbly. 

NUBB. Wad to hear it. Now, Jtauitier noo, Mrs, P., haanler 
noo, as our li;/ely neiglibours say. 

Pesson. {agide) Lively neighbours! he means those noisy 
city people at Camellia Lodge. 

Ndbb. I want yon to answer me a partickler question 

Penson. {aiid€) It's coming. 

Ndbb, 1 don't want to press you, you know, 

Penson. Oh ! don't ba so oi jr diffident. 

NcBB. {chae to her) Do you Jiink your master means 
his greengrocer's hill? 

Pekson, {after a pause, looking of him indi^imMy, iAen vsHh 
etMempl) Is that all jan wanted to say 7 {aside) I could choke 
with rage 1 

NUBB. {oxide) Sh« un't a bit offended ! 

Penson. I don't understand you, Mr. Nubbly. 



.1 



NuBB. Ain't we innocent I Your master owes me a good 
deal. Uitema mounts hup, you Itno^ . CitTia* m 'Owt V^iM^ri 
ipring is gnus, I can tell you\ Caci'ovnra.w.* tyima*''-*"™- 
mad a* /or peas— uo matter tV\e ^.tvce, •joa.'fewsft'^w. 
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Penbon. Well, and what tlieu ? 

NuiiB. Well, you don't pay for Ihein ! 

PknsON. Bat you put 'em down, don't you ? 

Nl!BB. Bather I But it Btrikea me that to p: 
ence in one hendless hoccupation of putting thingB down, and 
never taking nothing hup, ib hanything but a paying purslioot. 

Pekson. Well I maBter'c a gentleman. 

NuBB. Every hinch of him — from the aole of hb boots to ths 
crown of hit 'cadi 

Pemson. And if lie contraclB a bill 

NuBD. Don't call it eoTitrocCing ; mine's gone on a spreftdin 
out! Honly b»3 ill 

Penson. Oh ! don't take a patty up, Mr. Nubbly, {eroaiet, I,.) 

NuBB. No, I don't want to take lihn hup— I only want to 
jog his memory. 

Fenson, Whatl when you're com 

NuBB. Certlngly 1 on tlie quiet, 
fricndg. I'm not going |to introduce the greengrocery at a 
liinopportune moment. But I may manage it ; for hinstance, 
when I'm 'asdiiig him » hice, I can whisper in his hear, 
"Money'* very acarce; don't you find it ao?" As a City 
gent, hell taka the yint. 

PKN80N, Slily gent 1 Master's not in the City indeed. 

NuBB. Ain't he? Then what is be? 

Penbon. What ia he? Why, look at him. 

NtiBji. So I have. I ice a smart-looking party with noo 
coat and waistcoat, different trousers every other day, noo 
gloves, noo 'at, noo everjthink ; so I saya " City." 

Penson. Then you're wrong. 

NtiBB. How does he get his living? 

PB:<aOK. Ue don't gel it ; it comes natural. Nature'* 
tiamped liim gentleman, an unybody might see. 

NuBB. Ah, Natur's in the yabit of stamping about a good 
deal more than she's any right to; now for instance, you 'ra 

unly a eervant, but, lor bless your 'art, you might be 

{pineliea her chin) 

EntgrJonv Blunt, abrapSy, ai c. door—htitalionKly looking 
iHuii aboul /oiii/, drtaieii In Toughiih dathu, and hokt U'ke a 
manu/acb^er nc4 above h'l butinai. 
Hr.UKT. (I..) Hem ! {look'/ram me to V.e other) 
Pekson. (r.) Lawks 1 who's hi 1 wonder. Exit L. c. door. 
Ntim. (R.— «**&) Evidently Hie new footman as was 
ftpected. 
ilj.ysT. (atide) Queer [oukitigr.hap~^)tebH\vuM:%«nl\«&>\V& 
that like to come early uliuuldii't vioadei. Ve(h»ijf*\» ' " 
»'c where cou»in Cinny is 't 
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NtiBD. {aaidf) I'll impress this fellow ; he's evidently fron 
the countty. {to Mm, loftUn) 'Ow liwr you? 

Bi.c.NT. (aaide) Lord, ho^f' these eockiieys do knock the 
langaage about, (aloud) Tidy, t hunk you kindly, how's yourESllf 

NUBB. (aside) Faniillei* — too fiimiUor. {almid) So you'va 
come, liave you ? 

Blunt. Well, I helieve there can he very little doubt as to 
tliat, ha, hn, ha 1 

Nl'bd. (grimly) Ub, hfti (am'de) A doosid deal too fkiniller. 
Hem! you seem proTinclsl, John? 

BLt7NT. (aeide) Got my name pat, snyhow. Yea, I'm from 
Bristol. 

NtlBB. Ha, you'll feel etrange at first I dure eny. 

BLt;NT. Yes, I always do in London. And I'm not expected 
either to-day. 

NtTDi). Oh, yes you hor. Mrs. Ilarcourt '11 he here aoon. 

Bi.UNT. Bleaa her dear heart, how is alie? 
. KuBB, (lutrrified) I tell you what it is, my friend ; if yon 
talk of M[«. H. in that free and easy way you'll get into 
trouble. 

Blunt. What is Harcourt so uncommonly jealous, eh? (poka 
KUBBLY in Ae tide) 

NuBD. \Vell, of all the himprance I ever — calls Mr. H. 
•Arconri I 

Blunt. But I didn't know I should come down upon 'em on 
a party night. I sliall hare to clunge my clotlies of coursi. 

NUBB, (looking at litem in coiifempC) Yes, I should say yon 
would. I'm afraid they won't lit you. (aside) The lost fellov 
vras A short 'un. 

Blu.nt. Oh, they fit me well enougli. 

NtiBB. Then you've seen 'em? 

Blunt. Seen 'em? Yea. (aside) He's a strange chap, this! 

NUBB. (aside) He hasn't lost much time in trying his livery 
«n. Well you'd better go and put 'em un, as I shall want you 
to assist me. And loot here, Veep pretty quiet, hold your 
tongue, and you'll do. 

Ulu.nt. I can't hold my tongue. If I'm dancing with a last 
I must talk to her. 

Nl'BB. (aside) Thinks he's in the servant's 'alL He's tbi 
free and easiest 

Blunt. Ha, there ahe is, bless her I Get out of the way, man. 

i'iteha Nubbly aside and rus/ia up to Mrs. Harcourt, 

who has entered, door K.. slie seems deligliied to tee hiia, 

and kiises him ay«aioiioi«iJ/,— NUBBLY ilanda b-anffixed 

looking on in horror. 

-1ST. (c.) What! my U«1b CWtj -. ■sd-a.-o^w." 

IT than tv^T I 
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Mrs, H, (r.) And von, denr John, the same hearty, honest, 
kind fellow as of old'! (Bi.ukt holds /ler out at arm't icnsth, 
then thakca htr hand* lirarlily—theij go up a Utile) 

NCBD. (I.,) My back'sahopeningandnshuttingBimnltanotiB. 
"What did ho go to say he was a fiotman I'or — he's a nip- 
pocrit I 

Bi.UNT. But IntroflBce me to this gentleinftii, CEarry. Td 
like to know his name : we've already had a L-hat. 

Mrs, II. Why, bless your innocent heart, John, tliat's Mt 
Nubbly, wliQ conies to wait. 

Blcnt. Wliat? ah! hn! ha.1 {laughi loudbj,und loipe* hit 
tyes millt his handkerehi^) 

NUDD. (aside) If I don't send my bill in to-morrow morning, 
first thing, and give my boy borders not to move hoff the iiuit 
till it's liquiddiated, my name ii^ not Nubbly ! Exit, doof C. 

Mn?. H. Dear John, it's like a (ouch of old times seeing 
yoH, 

Blunt, (sighing) Ah, lass! don't talk of old times— well 
1 yoiiwereright to follow vour own bent, my child, and Harcourl't 
!^ a good fellow, a thorougli good fellow— by the way, is he doing ' 
I anvthingyet? ' 

Mrb.Ii. No, poor Charley ; it 'a very sad, people are always ' 
laying theyll remember him, and '" 

Blunt, And always forgetting him— ah, well, you've got a 
pretty place here! 

Me3. H. Yea; cheap at a hundred and thirty pounds a 
year, isn't it? 
\ Blunt. Phew! a hundred and thirty pounds, why, Clarry 

girl, that's a long rent. 

Mrs. H. Well, we might haver a cheaper house if wc lived || 
in tome parts ; i>ut Charley caii't live in a vulgar nei^hbotirhood. .| 
He says' it wouldn't be liviiii- <r would be only existing ! 
I BLUKT. Ah, well, it'«scm.-ilii'i?to ftnV in these days I 

Mas. H. But you must \n: dying of hunger ; let me order 
you something — there's a paii*. and some 

Blunt. Nay, lass, I'd liidf a fowl and a doxen sandwiches .it 
Swindon, and 1 can hold on till supper. You've got a 
party? 

Mrs. H. Oh yes, and a charming supper; Charley ordered 
It from Giintcr'a. We're obliged to give apariynowandlhcn, 
in order to ke>-p Cfnirlnv's friends in a good temptr, otherwise 
they u. Ill I . : L [,!■ ii.-.'r hiin, 

Jii I ■ ' ■ : ■ 1 II forget him, ao long as be gives 'em 

Mo/i/i: . , . ];i,'t i,( B, \iDme? 

ir """ " " ■■" " ■■■i'-'"l I'i J'ne out agooA fteiXjwiMVj'". 
/■ ;* ""'' '■-■'/'■■■■Nj. 'liri»tlet*M>, a coulWmwv wWa \«i»m vi-rj 
.i'liil to Jiim — JiHs going to bring him ^ivteio-waVt.MAiaijw^i 




know, John, I'm quite dying to dJ " bim, for he's been eo kind 

to Charley ; lent liini over ed {«q(^ '•.tnelf atohiiardly, and 

look* down) 

Blunt. {ierim»ly) Lent him money, lass; does your husband 
accept alms of etrangers ? 

Mbs. H. Ahns, coasin John 1 

Blunt. Ay, Clarry, call it what yon like, it comes to that. 
When a man has no income and no prospects, and yet gives 
parties and borrows money, he's doing what I call in my rough 
BOuntry way, next door to wliat's diehonesl. If I snatch a penny 
bim &om a cake shop counter, I'm a tliief ; if 1 urder a grand 
■npper from a confectioner's, and can't pay for it when the bill 
eomes in, I'm a victim to pecuniary pressure. It's a longer 
phrase ; but it don't eipress much more. 

Mrs. H. Oh, don't speak like that, John — I know Charley 
has eiponsive tastes ; but 

Blunt, {asid^ Yes, yes, what am I preaching away to abit 

•f a eirl for ? I'll have a chat with Cliaries, and talk to his new 

h'iend, Captain Thi«tledon or Thietlewood, or whatever hi* 

■ame b. _^^| 

Mrs. Delacour enten door, r. 2 k. ^^| 

Mrs. H, Thistle ton, John. ^^1 

Mrs. D. (r.) No scandal against Captain Thistloton 1 

hope? 

Mbs.H. (c.) Ohnol This is my cousin John. Mrs. Deia- 

•our, John, a dear Iriend of mine. (fAey bovi} 
Blunt, (l.) Delighted I (bo-ming awkieardiy) Glad to «m 

«ousis Clarry ha» a. dear friend, (aside) I like her face, and I 

believe in faces. 

Haec. {hmrd wiOioul) Take them upstairs, will you ? 
Mrs. II. Hal there's Charley. Come along, John, and I'll 

ihew you to your room. We've kept a room for you, as yon 

promised long ago to come and take us by surprise. 
Blunt, Thankee, lass. You'll excuse me, ma'am, but I muat 

n) and clean myself— couldn't appear at a party in tbii too.- 

^BS. Harcouut jKuMs htm, leadtng kini) ^^^_ 

UbS. II. Baok again directly, dearl j^H 

Blunt, (aside) Nice little woman that. Married? ^H 
Mrs. H. Widow. .• 

Blunt. 0-oh! Exitwiik Mr3. Harcodrt, b. 1 1. 

Mrs. D. I wonder if Captain Thistletun's come with 

Mr. Hareourl? Habl (sighi) WUat's tlviR? V^V^tum? Wb.^ 
. .. 't Aad palpitation since— ii\iice\\a».^w.-«V\TO.. 
'. (witJUmS) Come along. 
»!>■ He's come aure euQugH. ^^hlm»«p,*^ 
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Enter HxRCounr and Thistleton, l. c- 



A^^^^^ 



Haec. (r.) ThiBiBraydeTi,Thisileton,amereboi»»youaee, 

Thistli:. (l.) Charming! (looking at the figure of Mrs. l)a.A- 
ooub) Charming ! Yonr wife, Hircourt ? 

Mrb. D. Oh dear do, Captnin Thistleton t (turmng) 

TrnBTLE. Gracioua powers ! Mrs. Delacoarl (ghaket iaiult 
mifk her) 

Harc. Ha! you know each other? Capitnl! Then you can 
■niase youraeWes whilst I go Rtid find my wife. 

Crouet, R., and txilg, door R. 2 I. 

Thistle. This is a aurprise. 

Mrs. D. Not an unpleaganCoDC ie it, niostpoliteand constant 
•f watering-place acquaintances? 

Thistle. Constatit? come, I never knew where you lived! 

Mrs. D. And never cared to ioqaire — after all your tins 
apeeches and promises. 

Thistle. Nay, believe me, my dear Mrs. IWacom 

Mrs. D. Believe you? Yes, that's what k did, and you've 
(hewn yotirself worthy of belief, haven't you. (atiile) Uotlicr 
the man, how phlegmatic he is, and yet 1 know he cares for 
me. TViiy doesn't he speak out as lie used to do ? 

Thistle. If I'd imagined you cared to see rae I'd have coma 
lODK since, {they tit, r. and l.) 

Mrs. D. (r,) Now you want me to say all sorts of nonsensical 
flattering things, but I won't, You've seen enough of your 
intiraate friena Mr. Thorogood, I'll warrant. After he cnine 
to Harrogate with his horses and display, nobody saw ninch of 

Jou. I think it would have been mnch better for him to hava 
een managing his bank in Somersetshire or wherever it was. 

Thistle, {i..— aside) Yes, so will the depositors some day, 
I fancy- (aloud) I've seen notliing of Thorogood for an age. 

Mkb. D. No, you like new iaces, dou't you? 

Thistle. Well, I can't say I'm particularly partial to old 
•nes. {aside) I always knew she was deuced fond of me, bat 
it wouldn't do. 

Mbs. D. Wasn't aware you kuew the Ilarcourts I 

Thistle. I've only known Harcourt a month or so. This i> 
ny first visit here. 

Mrs. D. You've never seen his wife, then ? 

TiiisTLL". Never, 

BIrs. D. Of coui'se not 1 She told me jaat now, she had 

Tjjktle. I iFMActuaily the subject of your conversation then, 
— if"' J*- *'*" ' "T'en women ate logel\\ei tWj \»S«.^ 
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t, D. {Jiolding out her hand) Oh, I don't know. 
TlDBTLB. (taking her liand) Lilliputian to the last degree I 
Miis. D. (atide) lie's awkwutd about it— but he means 

sdmiratiou. If you've qnite done with my liand 

TniSTLE. Happy would be the man who could — happy 

would be the man who could 

Habcotirt, (off, R.) It's all right; they know each other, 
MB8. D. (aside, ammyed) Uotlier these married people — 

thay always pop upon one at the wrong time. 

TsiSTLG. (aside) Luuky iiiterruption, for I didn't know how 

to finish the Bentence. 



HARCnrRT. Allow me to introduce my wife, Thiatleton. This 
la Captain Thislletou, my dear. 

Mrs. II. and Thistleton give a start, mipercaved 6j 
Harcocut, who has turned up stage, Iv Mrs. D. 

Thistle, (l., ia an undertone, coldly, and geverety) This is 
& strange meeting. I thought you were abroad. 

Mrs. H. (h.) (agitated, and evidently alarvifd) I hoped — 
I thought — never to meet you again. 

Harcourt txma down leirh Mrs. D. 

IIarc. (k. c.) Quite a pleasfuit little parUe mrri. I'm glnd 
I've ml you here at last, TliistletOn, It's strange that wu 
■hould have been fast friends for some monilis now, and that 
jron and my wife should have aever met before this. 

Thistle, (l. c.) Certainly— we never have. 

Mrs. H. {r., in a cold voice) No— never. 

Una D. (L.) Why, here comea Mr. Blunt, aperfect Adonia I 
ifiiide) If I could only make Thiatleton Jealous 1 

Ente- Blunt, door l. 2 e., in evening dress. 

BuTfT. (c.) Yes, I'm ready for any amount of dancinp now, 
aad—WhtA, (seeing TmsTLtTO^i"! ^SiOtX •gtnk.Vw&X 'fwil*. 
waJf ; why it's like old times. T>oi\\'^Qvi.TCro«(sJow.^>s« -^-i^ 
«Dd CIsrry here used to play W^eVViw , »v>% 4.Ni.t\*, «*»- '^^ 
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love, and lionTOU aseil tociH her your Utile wife, and how you 
used to quarrel, and 1 always made you Idsa and make it m 
again, in those jolly days at Fernleigh? — when you and DIck 
gavo us all «ucIl trouble. 

Harc. (h.) Wliat's this ? and they appeared strangen I 
Clarry, Clarry ! 

Mbs. D. C^., with a pained look) And he liaa deceived me, 
loo. No, I iiavo deceived myself ! 

IlLtJNT. {looking at each in confiisioit) Why, what —how — wh 
.— wliat on earth have I gone and done now ! 

(Mbs. 11. 's head ii tiofitd in thamefrom W /itu&ond, taho 
it traii^fiiced with aurpriae anil (huht^-Hwi. Delacoub 
with her handj>re»Hd to Iter heart jixee her eye* inTlIISTLK- 
TON, who turns away — Blunt, tiUerlg heurildered, fcdU 
into chair c, and itaree hlankly aromd, o, " ' '" 
deicends) 

Meb. H. TmsTLETOH. 

HiHoouRT. Mas. Dbfl 



[■ ACT. 



THE NEXT DAT. 



I 



.—A Dratcing Room; door,i,.C.; doori.Ti, and L. 2^,1 
a Jire pUtce lott/i mantel-piece, n. 3 E. ; a Davenport witk 
tmiting nialeriaU and ne\rspapcr on it; a chair near it, n. ; a 
eauchonh.; asiiKilonR,; atmallplaalo/niedidntandwint 
gkut on inanUl piece, It. 

Enttr Jane Trihuer, folhaed brj Nubbly, c— Jane paiaetan 
inttanl be/ore entering, and Nubdly /oUotea tier a moment 
ajler. 

Jan£. Ml'. NiiUbly, it's rentutesome ; that's all I can say 
about it — it's venturesome. 

Nunn. Nothink ventut' nothin' win was always a motter of 
mine, Jane. Ton say yourxelf that the old woman'a out, and 
Jlre, Delacour too, an' 'I've got a heap of things to tell yon. 

Jane, (r.) There's a time for all things, Mr. Nuhbly. Ever 
'iflfo^ou drove me and Mrs. Fenson, Mrs. Uarcoart's maid, 

io Ihpping Forest fast Kastot in your Bprinj ')n\ 

-fftrnB. (L.) I iwven't been able lo gev vow Hawjn Ml Wl '1 

Jw*" urt. ■ ' 

•f-ift:. No, nur Sfrs. I'enson'a ncill^ci. 
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NuDB. {aiide) Oil, that's wliere the shoe pinches ; (alawt) 
vhy I wouldn't liave notliink to sHy to that stuck tip party — 
Dotdr slie was actually a vrallowtD in 'ouse property. 

Jahs. Oh^ you iras awaiting there last iilgnt,itu((hBdiiuny 
ma opportunity of sayhig agreeable thin^, I've no doubt. 

KuBB. I beg y°'^^ piirdun — Jlrs. Penson was with her 
muGui, ivho kept her room all the hcveoink. 

KuuB. Yes, and hir. 'Arconrt, Tie wasn't hisself, and in fact 
beverytbink was all nohow. There was periods during the 
heveniuk, Jane, when T felt roy account sgainst the 'ArcourtB, 
A heiupty notliink. If it hadn't have bin' for a couple of 
bottles of sherry as I secured hearly qnite providential, 1 could 
never liave brought the affair to n giicceasful biesue ; haa it was 
though the piauister was weakiah, the parly on the cornick was 
lovely, and has for the supper, well, I haven't been able to heat 
BO muuh without feeling hill in the morning for a liage. 

Jane. Oh, well, come, it wasn't so had after all. 

NtiBB. But it was quite 'orrid to see Mr. 'Arconrt — you've 
■een the Foliar Bear at the Regency Park, Jane, 

Jane. Often. 

NuGB. lie's tremenjons white, and tremenjous restless — ro 
was 'Areourt. It's a old belief of mine as there's a skiUyton 
in hevery 'oubc. 

Jane. (loUh a ulight shriel:) Don't say that. Sir. Nubbiy. 
{looking roand nemouslg}. 

NuBB. 1 sees a good deal of eerciety, Jane— and I've come 
tA the conclusion that sercicty's a siniliit' 'itmbiig; it Uuglis 
'oiler when the canker's a gnawriiigat its 'art. 

Jane, {horrified) Uww it though. 

NcBB. Quite correckt ie the words, as Bob Smith says at 
•nr club. 

Jank. Do you belong to a club, Sir. Nubbly. 

Nt^BB. Yes, Jane, the Uantediluviun Hanlelopes; it's 'e!d at 

e Nr^3 'end. Bob Smith's chairman, and I'm the rice. 

Ja\e. So I should say. 

NtiBB. You should hear Bob talk ; when he's had his third 
ss, Jane, his suntiments is lovely. It wns only l8Ht Toosdny, 

jiarty as shall be namelesst, come in with velvet hedging to 
hu coat sleeves, and made hisself rayther prominent. Bob 
sade a speech as a. body may say Tiat 'im, and the hend of bi.t 
■peech, what they calls the preparation was most himpressive 
— " Appier far," says he, "ih the ynmble wayfarer a rounchin' 
of his crust hunder a nedge, than the lordly indiwiddle M 

tinto Patty de ForegrasR in t>ie tiWi^ ^^siswnir " 
. Arcourt's got a skill y ton— 'wIm.'C ft « '~ 
oo I {seizing her ormj 
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WAR TO THE KNIFE. [ACT 2. 

iIaKE. Oh, don't 1 pleate don't. 

Ni'ub. I walcliud 'em nil. 'Mrs, Delacoar ain't 'appy. 

Jakk. Then Rlieoi^lit to be. Blm'egota«nug little mcous, 
pnsBee most of ]ier time Bt friend's liousea, except in the season, 
nheii she Always comes here to Mrs. Medlicott's. Though I 
do believe she's a tittle cut up at not seeing Capiaia Thistletup^ 

Kuiiii. (sterrliag] !la! ha! (crosses, R.) A long follow 
witli A lioverbearing liupeet —the Bcoiiridrcll . 

JiNE. Law, Mr, Nabbly; he's generally considered very | 
imposing, and makes an impression on neai'Iy everybody. i 

NuDB. He made an impression on me. I was lutnding htm 
liis cont — for he l§ft almost directly lie come, and he gave ma 
a — I can't enter into particulars, but it 'urt. ' 

Jake, (iracious 1 Mr. Nnbbly ! , 

NuDB. Then parties wondered I wasn't myself, attributing 
it to sherry negus, when it was hindignation, boiling hindig- 
nation, Jane 1 

Mrs. I>elacode. (uiiWiui) 'A'tia way, dear. There, you'll 
he helter directly. 

Jake. Missus I And she said she'd be out till late. Oh, ' 
Nubbly dear, you'll meet her on the stairs. I 

KL'Bb. Say, say I'm somebody else. No, but she Itnowt I 

B». 

Janf., There, go in there for a minute. Then when she goes ■ 
into her room, rush off like a comet. | 

NuBu. Well, but look 'ere, Jane. I don't like a liiding 

Jane, Like a hiding ; no, who doa. 

Nl'D. There's that bo^, 'Gustus, left all nlone to tnind the ' 
shop, he'll go pitching uto the coals; 1 know he will, (/foet | 
info room, L. 1 E.) 

Jane tlands uneatHy bf/ore the door as Mns. Dei.acoitk 
eiiler» c, Uatlatg Mns, Harcoukt, idAo U pale and ' 
agitated. I 

Mrs. D, How luckv that I drove up to the door, just as | 
you were coming, There, dear, sit down, {plnetx her U, C.) , 
There, now don't tell me anything until you've had a glass of 
sherry— I've got a few bottles left of Delacour's particnlar; | 
lie was n bad husbntid, hut he knew wliat latne was. No, you 
won't ? {thtugginij her ahoaldera) You can go, Jane. 

Jake. Yes, ma'am. But— but 

Mkb. D. Don't eland tliere '' butting " ; do as I tell yon— -go. 

Jake. {p»ide, going) Kubbly was right— there ia a skilly- 

•on. Exit, I., c. door. 

AfJM. D. It was rather awkAT&rd ImI wgU,— hut, surely you 

Aace expUiiied. 

^iHs. U. \es ; but my hustand i« « »— ^Xj iwAn" 
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Act 2.] WAR TO ice ksife, 

tmsted ma 10 implicitly; and bow tie'i! listen to no expUns- 

Mks. D. Oh, these husbands I how unfair they are The 
jenlonay'H to bo all on one side; tce're to be perfectlj un- 
moved when we come aci'oas their old flninea, but if tliey meet 
one of our lictia sparks — ^fizz I flash I there's a blow up in a 
moment ! Still, we're the weaker Bei, and should give io ; it's 
always proper, and generally politic. Now, what is it, dear ? 
(«ita on »lool) 

Mrs. 11. (R.) Last night, after all lutd ]u» nty liusband 
■poke such biiter— bitter worda to me ; and this morning— I 
cannot repeat what he said. 

Mrs. JJ- (l.) You can't expect unalloyed happiness, dear I 
Married life's Lke a. grand dinner, nhich requires an occaaional 
olive, in the course of the matrimonial menu, (aside) My 
Tear of wedded bliu was (iff olives, but they were anything 
tut the emblems of peoceino/ircase. (aloud) It will allblow over. 

li&B, H. (proudty) 1 beg your pardon ; he insulted me 
cruelly 1 and— and we have parted. 

Mr». D. My dear ! you don't mean to eny you have left 
him? (thi-yrUe) 

Mrs. II. How could I stay beneath a roof where I was no 
longer welcome ; would you hi\ve me sue for pity to the man 
who spumed me from liim in anger and contempt. 

Mds, D. (Biicom/iM'to6/y) Well, my dear — it's a — it's accord- 
ing to — hem ! what came {looking nenxniihj at her) you've 
given him. [asiilc) I'm willing to ndvise her, but the counsel 
most know the whole trath from his client, 

Mrs. H. I met this man BOm« years ago, at Femleigh — my 
uncle's house near Bristol— where Mr. Blunt too was a constant 
gnesi — I was a mere child, scarcely knew my own mind, and 
was foolish enough to enter into a correspandeuce with him, 
crentually I learnt his nieanness^his utter worthlessness, and! 
demaDded the return of my letters. He sent them <dl. 

Mrs. D. (plaued) Yea. 

Mrs. H. Eicept one. 

Mrs. D. Uleprated) Oh. 

Mrs, H. 1 eipoBtulated— threatened— Implored, but lo no 
pnrpoiie ; he still retains that silly letter, full I am ashamed to 
•ay of girlish, romantic nonsense— full of — 

Mrs. D. Yes, my dear, I kngw what they are ; we see tbem 
quoted in the breach of promise cases, and marvellous comic 
capital the barristers make out of them. 

MRS. H. lie declared he would never part with it until 1 

married, and then that in revoiigo he viuttW 

-Mmb-D. /s.r,- the toward', 

I, n. lie ««id tliiit I liid unn\ V\m ww\\-; 
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^^^P WAB TO THE SKIFE. [^^^^^^ 

ihould be " War to the Knife" on his part, lie'i changed lib 
name, having cotne into some pru^iuity, mi uiuil lie CHiiie last i 
evening, I never siujtecled tljat my husband's □ewly-fwiMi i 
friend w&b mj bitterest foe, iieithut was he aware that ^MH^I 

Mhs. D. Well, my dear, there's ona thin^ qoile cell^^^^H 
joo must go back to your hiisbaTid. {Ihfj rise) ^^^^H 

Mrs. H. No, Mrs, Delncour, I cannot— 1 cannot. ^^"^ 

Mrs. D. Well, come in here and take your tilings off, mi- ■ 
when you're il little calmer we'll see what's to he done. (pOMU I 
Iier over lo door, K.) There! there! 

ExU Sins. HABtOLRT inlo room, K. 1 i:. 
I mUBt get that letter from him— huw foolish of her lu send 
tbem. As I once heard my dour old aunt Deh remark, '■ Say 
as much as you like, but write as little as possible." 

limt into Tooni, R. 1 1. 
NuBLLYpHh 1m head o<dfrom door l. 2 ¥.. 

NuBB. If I WMn't naturally 'urd of 'Maring and the wind 
hadn't whistled through that keyhole like a railway lieiigini:, 
I might have cauglit something besides a cold in my yriJ. 
Howiomever, t did pick up a word 'ere nnd there : 1 licard 
Captain Thistledown a name, and it'i very hcvldent to me, ua 
Mrs. Arcoiirt and him— — 
' jANi:. (miliout) Yes, she's in here, sir. 

NCBB. Uh, law I (bob* doun behind sofa, L., at JanB entert, 

ihoivinff in TlIlSTI.ETON, c.) 

Jank. (osWe) Poor Nubbly, he'll be on tender lioofci, 
TniSTLH, Ua, in her room, I suppose. Well, I'm iu no hurry 

JANB. (R.) I'll just tell her you're 

Tiusri,!:. (tlujipitij/ her ai the ie goinff, R. 1 e.) No, never 
mind, I like taking people by surpri^. I say, i like taking 
people b^ surprise — {iiiAdenly kiMes Jake)— Nubiii.y rue< and 
thalxii hu Jot lit TlUSTLDTON, gioiog at the tam« time a gurgle 
of rage and hirrror) 

Jake, Upon my word, what insolence, (eroetei, L.) ludeed I 
Hem 1 Well, I never— (jfouiiM* auf, c.) 

Tbistli:. (sin, R.) Thesekte houre are killing me. (tote* 
Md a fKxtet book fn/m hti tide jxtckel otid ojxiia a letter) All's 

Join^ well— It's my last chaoce. If this fails me I'm lost — 
lut It won't, it can't. He dftren't play me false. It might 
tran^)ort 1710, but it would kill hint, for I'd shoot hun like k 
dog if he threw me over. There lies a very dilFerunt letter 
from Au—Mrs. i/arcourt's precious UtUedocumeiii. Ha! hul 
liaiea hare eliAnged my lady since lUoee fteet.\\n; iU\- "■ "-^- 
ieiifh-~but I'll keep ray word — I'll keep mj ■word.' 
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Act 2.] WAE TO the knife-. 19 

NuflB. (meaking lowardt rioar, C.) With what I fees, and. 
irhat I've 'eard, a pmtiag tliis and iKut to^ciher, and a, dror- 
ing my ova conclusions, I've no 'esitiitioii in settling in my 
huwn mind, as there's sumethin™ n going /ion! — but I'll Bpoil 
vour fine games, my friend— yoirll rue tlic day you kicked nie, 
Mr.Thistlegrove. "The manwlio raises Ine foot against a tremb- 
ling greengrocer's unworthy the name of a British "(This- 

TLKTON tui-nt aC tku monienl and Nl-liiiI.Y exile very nharpbj) 

Thistle. Well. I wish the littlu wiilow would appear, for 
I'm confoundedly low-spirited and dull thi* morning, (rising — 
hU back U turned toward' ('" «- '^'^''i tlirough wUieh ilBs. 
, Del AC OUR enCcrt) 

Mks, D. You'll be better soon, atid— nil '. (»eM TiiiSTLE- 

^10}i,and2Bilhaeiulden!U!it of ai:tioH, shut* tlte dvor ajler her, 
tumiiig the key) tiracioas! then yuu'vu fuiuid your way hers 
j' at last. 

Thisix£. (l.) You are not in one of your cordial moods thii 
inorning. 

Ubs. D. (r,. cold/y) I beg your pardon, Caplaiu Tliistle- 
ton ; I am cordiulity itself. 

TuiSTLB. Ha ! you disg«iae it capitally. 

Mits. D. Women are aJloired ,i little deception — it is one of 
the few unpleAsant attributes permitteil the weaker sex ; -with 
as it 13 simply a panlonable weakness— it is only in ntan that 
itftppesrs moan, contemptible, and base! 
I TmsTLi;. (aiide) I knew tl)e scene last nightwoald annoy her. 
(aloiid) Well, you're not inclined to tie bored by visitors, tliis 
aomiiig, are you ? I'll be olf, shall 1 ? 

Mbs, D. (aiide) He mustn't go yet ; and I don't see my 
way ft bit. [aloud, mueA more cardially) There I you are at 
•jota old tiery ways; can't you see I've been annoycii. There, 
It's all OTer now. 

TsiSTi^. Ttiat's all ri^ht ! I can't wake up and ciiilnin 
matter*. I know you're dying t» bear all about my old llirla- 
tion with Clarry Greville— I l«g her pardon — Harcourt; but 
I'*e been turning night into day so much, lately, that 1 feel in 
a cliroDtc state of knock up. {yavsm) Excuse me being aa 
■ti^id, won't vou ? 

usa. D. Ou, I like to ace you youriflf, {thq/ lit n, and L.) 
I, on the contrary, bare not been able tn sleep fur 
nights. 1 lake sleeping draughts, and try all 1 can, but ._ . 
purpose. (TuisTLKTON ymBiu) I'd give anything to be abls 
indulge in one of those tremendous yawns. 

Thistle, (l.) Yon and Clarryseem fast friends j I supposa 
bu painted me in &ae Rembrandtis\i c(Ao\u < ■> " 
remontiens \eretch, nnd all that Bort ot t\vro?,. 

Mk3. D. (U.) Well, it's » pity y ou 5l,iou\iW\niw« tix^i 
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»-hem — jilted lovers ; I've got an ftdvaiitage, aud 
keep it, (involuntarily tourhen iiaide breait pocket of his eoat) 
Mrs. D, {aside) It'a in tlmt pocket, (to Aim) IVhy don't 

B)u put yoitr foet np — here's a stool. There, thnt s how ' 
elacour used to sit and doze, and it was such a comfort when 
he dUi doze— rest, 'weary warrior, (at »he paata behind him jAt i 
give* an exclamation oflwtred) ' 

TmsTLE. How fond she is of me. (obW«) You'd make a 
capital Eoldier'a wire ; I can sleep at a couple of minutes' notice 
at any time, and if you don't amuse me I shall drop off to K 
certainty. | 

Mrs. D. (ol mantel piece, IT. amde) I wonder if Dr. Lennox 
hae made this draaght stronger, the last one didn't make 
me close my eyes. 

Thistle. (iHiiung his head) What are you doing? medi- 
cine 1 ah, Neuriilpia, I suppu.se, late hours and nerves. U»ed to 
call it face-ache when I was a boy — I've taken a perfect forett 
of quinine in my day, 

Mrs. D. But you never liked it— you always shrunk «t the 
aninviting potion— warrior ihiit you were. 

Thistle. Not a bit of it— I'd ewallow the whole Pharma- 
copoeia. 

Miis. D. (n.) Indeed, ivould you? Tou soldiers are wonder- 
fully brave in Iwitlle, of course. Do you know I've a theory 
about fighting; I doii*t tliink there u such a thing as 
cowardice. 

Thistle. I beg your pardon, there ii. , 

Mrs. D. Ah ! you speak from experience. 

Thistle. Ah! smartness conies natural with yon. Now, I 
nothing in the world would make me smart. 

Mus. D. (aside) We'll try the truth of that some day. (nbttd) i 
You for instance — you'd ihinV nothing of leading a forlorn 
hope I've very little doubt, but as for a bottle of medictna 
like — like t/iat for instance. 

Thistle. All I can say is put me to the test. 

Mrs. D. Thenas the Pet Uimb says, "Drink, pretty creattll% 
drink." (holdetheglatstohim wi(h a coinkal air nf aitOioritg) 

TnisTLB. (iaktt it) Here's to the health of the entire col- 
lege of physicians, coupling with the toiu>t the name of that 
distinf^uished practitioner, Doctor Emily Dctacour. (drinki 
mnd thudders)~l)r\ivk with nnything but cntliusiasm. 

Mils. D, (tiaitding in t!ie attitude of an after -dianer orator) 
Mr. Ch»inonn, my lords, and a — gent\CTtn.T»— tor \.\« dutin- 
jraiahed honor you h*ve paid me, \ a — (Jtreoltlint oj «urldcnl^~) 
*'A *r <Ae my, tfiose l«tt«rs. Read llie ^a^w^ «^»\»\ V-»fft» 



Act 2.] war to the khtfb. 

onfi or two notes I ha3 forgotteTi, will you? {puthet tht netM- 
paper into las hartdi and inte at Damnport, B.)— TuiSTLETOH 
piitii one foot on We stool, and languidly tcant Ihepapei' — ymim- 
iag oecationafly. 

TniBTLE, How 1 liate redding—wiah I'd never been taoght. 
What unmtereningatnff— "Mule twist is active" — iait. It's 
the first mule tliai ever uraa, I shouW say^" Higli water at 
London Bridge." Now, who on earth {yaiotu) cares about 
bj"h water at — lium '. 

Mrs, D. (aside) I wieh he'd try the debates. They'd eenA 
him off. There's a column uid a half of lively diacuEsion 
upon turnpikes, tliat would soothe a dancing derviah to 

Thistle, (who hat dozed off gently) What a good creature 
you are not to be oficiidcd with nie. I'm horribly rude, (a 
pauK—yawM) She's gone, {nods) 

Mrs. D. (in a lo/tmur) And he's going. How still all is 
in this quiet old-fashioned si^uare. Oh, it's at such momentB 
ILS these, that one classes Ilabbage amongst the benefactors of 
'Ijiid. (goet on tiptoe fvtrmds him) He uaaleep. 
f (TnlSTLETON raises his arm and murnrnra^ilttS, 
Delacour thrinke bach, goei on tip loe to her own 
room, R. and larmnj key, beckons on Mns. Hab- 
couet) 
I -:i.— . H. {coming a liUU vxaj out) You've a visitor ; I'd 

totter 

BlKs. D, It'3 Thiatleton ; he's fast asleep, there (Mrb. 

Haecoubt shudders at seeing TlHSTLETON, ond tmdces a moix- 
■maa towards door, v. — 'liiBs.YI.Hriaiisly, delaining her) — I'm 
going to commit a crime ! 

Mrs. II. (termed) What would you do? 
Mrb. D. Uon't be alarmed; (vmves Iwr back witiiher hand, 
indicating, the is not tn advance far) it's only Oiejil {by this 
time the ha* advaneed behind the easy chair on u:hieli he it 
redimng asleep, and after one or lioo ineffectual utleinps lakes a 
pocket-book from the side pocket of hit coal) There's the 
pocket -book. 
Mhs. H. Ohl 

Mr% D. {after drawing a long breath and passing her hand 
oeer her brow, suddenly nenes herself, and smiling bUlerly) He 
■aid himself that all was fair in love and in war— and this is 
war ; so I ^liitll take a leaf out of his hook, and a letter at the 
tame time, {opens the book nervnitaly) 
Mrs. II, I hardly know whnt to say— I — 
Mrs. D. Then say nol/iiiig, ami 1 promise ^ oa I tvas^ -wi&. 
nal (tol-es Ottl a j/iiik envelope) 'n\aVB\\.\ \\.wov< -^owt NMOWi- 
f/Di,- as i/tJie paper blushed at Ihe ?MV i.^Vii.i.\.Q ii\'».Ti 
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the Bad buMnecs. Never mind llie etivi 
uiolber we'll put in there. Tlmt'a it ; now he won't misi it. 
There! thercl (rriea iilse. Haiicourt the UtUr, wkk/i (ft* 
eriuliu. and hlda in her dftis. Mrs. Delacour rdirmt 
pocket-book lo'i!m»TUtT<is'apodcet, having placed another Idler 
(a (Ae jrink envelope. I'iia aCmott linkt into Msa. Uarcoukt^ 

Mna. H. I scarcely know what to think of this, Emily! I — 

tins. D. There's gratitude ! That letter once seen by your 
liiiBlnind'ir eyes, would be a perpetual blister to him. Fond, 
and faithful as yoti ure— loving him with your whole heirt — 
tlie reuoUoctioti of those foolish lines, which he niij;!it rend, ' 
would often cttuse him a bitter pang of wounded pride, when 
Ite remembered that you had oqc« wasted words of love upon 
another. 

Mns. n. Yeal yes I Emily; but— 

Mns, D. Little tis I cared for Delacour, when I one day 
fonnd a mysterious letter in liis dresa-coat pocket, I went on 
%s ferociou!:|y as if I tiad adored him. Take it, and leave me 
to bear alt blame t And now go — go hack to tbehiiEbandyou 
should never have dreamt of leaving. Tell him all, bnt don^ 
Amn hijit tlie ifUer. 

Mrs. IJ. (ereming) I will go, dear Emily— I see my own 
blind folly now. It \t> not too late to repair the error — I will go 
and aak his pardon for my wicked display of temper, and {it 
goituj up to c. diKira, jchen Uakcourt enten taddenij/ v^ 
lii.UKT~MRs. Havcovrt MkHiihsbaekiurprueS) 

Uarc. Tlie fellow was right — »he is here. 

ItLUHT. And tvitli that num. 

Uarc, Hah ! {iiiovlng towards Aini) 

M(i3. H. {inUrpoting) Stay, Charley — you mistake. 

IIarc. Mistake, madaui I "I can believe my eyea — yon baTs 
coma here to meet liim. 

JJi.csT. ((o tins. Uclacoitr) And at ijoar house too ! 

Mrs. D. Mr. Blunt 1 

Blvnt. Away— don't attempt any excuses— 1 have been 
deceived — Charley has heeii deceivei! —we've all been dcceivprl 

vde) (.'iarrv, whom i loved like my own child ; I'll go back 

'Iristol and iirOitk my henrt. 

NuBiii.v and .Ia\k a( rfiwr. 

IIarcol-rt. 
SIr9. 11. (TiusriET 

\J'\c\oxe\ 
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WAR TO THE KNIPB. 

ACT III. 

THE FOLLOWING DAT. 

SCQKE.—Aparimmt at Mr. UarcourCs. 
Blunt ditan'ertd at a talile, R., ailh account Imnka and JUes 9 
tradetmeit'tbilUoiiU — Mug. DELACOV&tmtedatiimiiUtuhie,^^. 

Blunt, {counting at a book) Ninety-two, three, andeiglit'sa ■ 
hundred and one— a hundred and one — our friend las it a hun- 
' dred and seven. Mr. Stiapo the butuber laakue his bill cume to 
' ilx poanda more than 1 do, Mrs. D. 

Mrs. D. a butcher is but mortal, and may make miatnkoa. 

Blunt. Yta; takes care to mnke it in liis own favour though. 

Mbs. D, You've undertaken an Heri'ulean task, Mr. Ulunt. 

Blunt. Well, it is better that I slioidd look through Hiir- 

eomt'e affurs than the obliging gentlefolks in BMiiighaU-gtreet. 

' Havingset his domeBticmntterb square, we've only got tu settle 

' his pecuniary difficulties, and then lie can start aiVesh. It wu 

Tery sensible of you disclosing everything as you did. How 

much better it would be if peopla would always speak ontr at 

once. Now the whole business is eiplained, there's little enough 

in it. The fellow's a scoundrel, and I've always noticed that 

■ooundrela — a — liaveaknackof— a — beings coundrelty.(cnw«ing 

to Mr3. D.) You're a clever little woman, that's what you are. 

(•tils acTOU a chair, looting at her) 

Mrs. D. Oh, indeed 1 praise from Sir Hubert i^tanley ! 
(bovnng) 

Blunt, Don't know the gentleman ; one of your ^aud 
friends, I suppose. Now do you know before I saw you,! mi 
always afraid of widows. 
Mns. D. Indeed! why so? 
' Blunt. Well, you know, they always seem to mo lo walk 
' mboot with a pedestal, and whenever they're about to apeak to 
' a man Iliey put it down and stand upon it. 
' Mils, D, Freparatory to putting Am down and standing upon 
' hint, I suppose. Well, I assure you / haven't a pedestal. 
Ha, lial 

Blunt. No, that's what I say; you're different from the 
Others ; in fact, you're different from any woman I — {aside) 
' What the deuce am I saying ? (aloud) I mean, you know, that 
' — a — somehow— 1 don't exactly — that was an immense but cher'a 
' bill for a small family, wasn't it? {aaide) 1 was obliged to fait 

back ii/iun the ImtcJicr. for I'd coTne lo fcttwAatXio^'*- 
I IfBs D. Icfon't think you'reaUogftl\\Mfa,«i.<i>M.,'^i."SSwis\ 
I Blvst. (aside) I hope she's going to Mgttft-«>.'Cft. to*— *™^* 
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*o be shut up by her. (aleudj Well, widows — egpecially widows 
who've had "brutes of ImsbandB" — when they marry a^ln 
balance matters by having their own way with number two. 

Mrh. D. Oh, come 1 you're » regular confirmed old bache- | 
ior, with all abachelor'u prejudices; you ought to have been 
ma tried years ago. 

Blunt, {sight) A man can never be fond of more tluiii om 
woman, 

Mrs. D. One at a time, of couree. 

Blunt. Ehl ] 

Mrs. D. fiat when tha.t one woman prefer;^ some one elie, 
the rejected one should accept his destiny— and s — turn bis I 
eyes in another direction. I 

Blont. (looking half oxide at her. ilyly—aniie) She t»Ik« I 
like a book, {olavd) But after all, you must exercise prudence. | 

Mrs, D, My dear Mr. Blunt f don't for goodness' wke , 
attempt to mix up prudence with any matters of the heart — 
they're like green and yellow in a coloured dress; they don't | 
harmonise. Nol fall m love first, and try your best to b« j 
prudent afterwards ! 

Blunt. Now, from experience, do you think that a Bacaod I 
love can be a success ? 

MKa. D. And pray who told you tliat I'd ever had a fint ? 

Blunt, Oli, come now ! I 

Mrs. D. The man / would cave to love must be a modeL 

Blunt. Hah I we know what " women's model men" mc, — 
long whiikere, a drawl, small talk to any amount, a sncsr for 
everything hearty, and contempt for everything and everybody 
but themselves ; % tina tailor's figure, (run) and unliinitod credit 
M the bank. i 

Mrs, D, (wW mthimatni, and rUiiiy) Not so ; 1 would havo 
kim manly, liouest, and true, with an opeu hand to help hit 
Trieud ; with a generous hou&st voice, that told of a warm and ' 
kindly heart within. 1 wouldn't have him too youi)g or too i 
old, but at that ripe age wlicn a man lias learnt to know the | 
world, and yet lias not been soured by what he's seen ; » man 
to whose guidance I could trust myself, well knowing that the 
path of life through which he'd lead nie would be a safe and 
fcappy one. 

Blunt, (b.) Ves; and you have only just said that tov« 
■nd prudence don't assimilate, and hero yon are settling the < 
exact sort of person you intend to fix your affections on in 
the most methodical taahion. {tight) Such a man at yon hkvt 
pictared doesn't exist. 
Mtu. D, (L., looking at him ttraigltt in tht Jat^ ?wwA 
we to 3My, that I think he do». ifuma Jrom him »Uw\», 
•«w«S»«AiW^iw*ww«« too 
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Blunt, {knlj to hiinKlf) And if I had my choice, I'd mftiry 
ft briglit merry- liearted little woman nith b spaikliiig eye, and 
» cheery langh — a plcntant, bliihesome little wumtui, that 
would light up my lonely home like a Bunbeam. Tliat's the 
wife for we. 

Hub. D, (o little netded-, coming dmen) Is it. Then I think 
you'd find it uncommonly difficult to discover Buch a ptr/eel 
ereature. 

Blunt. Ilal ha! Permit me to say thai I think I »&juWh'(. 
— {atide) I'd forgotten all about Hari'ourt and his IhIIk. 
iffoa to tabU, n— Mrs. Delacour litt l. im be/art) 

Enter Pen SON, f. 

Penson. Please Sir, here's Mrs. Kubbly a going on any- 
how — Bays he loill come in. 
Enter^vn^LYiG. pushing past Vtriisos~7ie 13 itigMy intoxicated. 

Nmiu. Them's his wordu which he abides by. (aside) ] 
bear there'^ a screw loose, and I'll have niy money. {iitandt, c, 
ucaying mulerulily.) 

Blunt. My dear Mrs. D., hadn't you better 

Mhs, D. Oh, don't mind me. Delacour was generally niwA 
worse at thin hour of the day. 

NCBB, 1 am not aweer as to whom yoa're 'ludJng to, by tha 
name of Delgore; I haven't the honor of Ilia acquaiutance, and 

Blunt. What's your buainesB ? 

NUBB. The greengrocery ; and heveninlc imrtica hattonded. 

Blunt. Well, this isn't an evening party. 

KuuB. Hal hal Come, that ain't ao bad. Wegetables is 
dull just now, and coals with me is slack ; added to which, I'm 
temarkable short myself. My big brother William's a comlug 
Dp to town to-morrow, and I've got to meet a heavy bill. 

Blunt, (looking through the books) Nubhly's a character. 

NUBB. Yet, he has. Have you got anything to aay agin' it? 

Mrs. D. I have, Mr. Nubbly. ConHiderud in connecUott 
with figures it's defective. 

NuBK. ^Vl)at h there agin' my figure? 1 un't 'ulking, bat 

Mrs. b. You don't add up well. 

Ncun. Add. up/ I was never add up in my life. I've had 
'andreds pass through my hands. 

Mrs. V. Indeed I 

Blunt. Hundreds of •ohIs. (Kubbly teoiets] There, ttwic. 
Nubbly, don't look black, mani 

NcBB. Can't help it, when you ftings i\vb Mislfc' ^"" 

(an'de) He ain't eo remarkable poUt'Led \ivB6tt\S. 
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Jamf:. Oh, don't I pltiue don't. 

KrsB. I watclietl 'em nil. Kirs. DelAcoar ain't 'appjr. 

Jakk. Then the ought to be. Sho'a got a snug little income, 
pABses niOBt of lier time At I'rieiid's liouses, except in the aenson, 
when lihe always comes here to Sirs. Medlicott's. Though I 
do believe she's a little cut up at uot seeing Captnin Thistleton, 

Kirmi. {KliiTlino) ITiv! lia! (croasea, R.) A long feUow 
with n bo verb earing bupect —the scoitndiel ! | 

Jane. Law, Mr. Nuboly; he's gencmlly conEidercd very 
imposing, and makes nu impresBJon on near!)- everybody. 

NtlBB. lie made an impression on me, 1 was lianding him 
his coat — for he 1^ aJmo«t directly he uonie, and he gave me I 
a — 1 can't enter into particulars, but it 'urt. 

Jane. Lliacioas I Mr. Nubbly ! 

NuBB. Then parties wondered I wasn't myselT, attribute 
it to sherry negus, when it was hiudignation, boiling hindtg- 

Mrb, DsLacour. (wit/iin) This way, dear. There, you'll 
be bettor directly. 

Jane. Mieeus! And she said she'd be out till late. Oh, 
Nubbly deHr, you'll meet her on the stairs. 

NuBD. Say, say I'm somebody else. No, but she know* 
me. 

Jake. There, go iu there for a minute. Then when she goes i 
into her room, rush off like a eomel. 

KcBB. Well, but look 'ere, Jane, I don't like a hiding 

Jake. Like a hiding ; no, who doet. \ 

Nuo. There's that boy, 'Gusius, lelt nil alone to mind the 
shop, he'll go pitching mto tbe coals ; 1 know ho will, (^dmi j 
into roam, L, 1 e,) 

Jani;^ ttamlt ttnetaily before (ke door as Mitg. Dei.acoi'b 
eiitert c, leading MbS. Uarcol'RT, who it pale and 
auiUiUd. I 

Meb. D. How lucky that I drove up to the door, just as | 
ynu were coming. Ihere, dear, sit down, [placa her fi. c.) i 
There, now don't tell me anvthing until you've had a ^lass of i 
sherry — I've got a few bottles left of Delacour's particulnrj 1 
lie was a bad huisbflnd, but he knew wliat mae was. No, yon 
won't? {ihriigging her tliouldcTB) You can go, Jiuie. 

Jane, Yes, ma'am. Itut— but 

AIhb. D. Uou't aland ibore "butting"; do as 1 tell you — go. 

Jane, {tuidr, goiag) Kubbly was right— there is a skilTy- 
to;'. Esil, t.. o. door. 

Mtt^. D. 7( WM rather awkward last nlgjrt,— but, surely you 
liate esplniiwd. 
■V'w- U. Yes; but my husband i» »> »-'^\'i ioft\n»Lt-\.« 
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tnufedm* BO implicitly; and now he'll liaten to no explans- 

Mrs. D. Oh, these hasbands ! how unfair they are- The 
JMlousy's to bo all on one aide ; tceWt to be perfectly nn- 
moved when we corns acruiis their old flamen, but if they meet 
one of OUT little sparlce — iizz ! flash I there's a blow up in a 
moment I Still, we're the weaker sei, and should give in ; it's 
always proper, and generally politic. Now, wliat is it, dear? 
{*i» oil tiooC) 

Mns. n. (R.) Last night, afrcr all had 1„„ my husband 
(poke BUCh bitter — bitter words to me ; and this morning — I 
cannot repeat wliat he said. 

Hits,!), (l.) You can't expect iintiUoyed happiness, dear! 
Married life's like a grand dinner, which requires an occasional 
alive, in the course of the matrimonial menti. {caide) My 

Sear of wedded bliss was aZ2 olives, but they were anything 
uttheemhlemsof])eaf»iii our case, {aloud) It will all blow over. 

Mb9. U. (proudly) I beg your pardon; he insulted me 
cruelly I and — and we have parted. 

Mils. D. My dear t you don't mean to say you have left 
him? (iftfjrwe) 

Mrs. H. How could I stay beneath a roof where I was no 
longer welcome ; would you have me sne far pity to the man 
who spumed ine from him in anger and oontcuipt. 

Mb3. D. (uiieoHi/in'Wfi/y) Well, my dear — it's a — it's accord- 
ing to— hem 1 what eame (Jiookimj navaualy at her) you've 
given liini. {aside) I'm willing to advise her, but the counael 
must know the whole truth fronn his client. 

Mks. H. I met this man some years ago, at Fernleigh — my 
uncle's house near Bristol— where Mr. Blunt too was a constant 
guest — I was a mere child, scarcely knew my own mind, and 
was foolish enough to enter into a correspondence with him, 
eventually I learnt his meanness — his ultc 
demanded the return of my letters. He 



Jid^l 



Mrs. D. (d^etied) Oh. 

Mrs. H. X expostulated— threatened — implored, bnt to 
purpose ; he atilT retains tliat silly letter, full 1 am ashamed to 
■ay of girlish, romantic nonsense— full of — 

iURS. D. Yes, my dear, I know wliat they are ; we see them 
quoted in the breach of promiae cases, and m^irvellous comie 
capital the barristers make out of them. 

Mrs. H. He declared he would never part with it until I 

married, nnd tlien that in revenge he vjijttW 

_JtfBS. V. I U'i! ; the Mwavil \ 

tt. II. lie ffiiid ihiU 1 hiid \i^:Ci\ \u™ >;^vw\\-s -.'-^^ ■^■«*- 
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thould be " War to the ICnifo" on his part. lie's changed his 
name, h.'Lving cumc into saiiiu j-.nipfriy, so uiiiil Ite c-tme lust 
eveniug, 1 never aiiEpectuil tlknt my hnshand's nevrly-fouiid 
friend was my bittercHt foe, neither waii lie aware that 1 waa 

Mhs. D. Well, my dear, there's one thing quite cerlaio — 
you must go back lo your huatiand. (/hei/ me) 

Mua. H. No, Mrs. Delacoiir, 1 cannot -I cannot. 

Mks. D. Well, come in hure and lake your things off, and 
when you'ie n little calmer ne'U see irhat's to be done, {pasu* 
her over lo door, u.) There I (here I 

ExU Sir.*. Hablolrt into room, H. 1 K. 
1 must get that letter from liiin— hovf I'uoliish of lier to seiiil 
them. As I once heard my dear old aunt Deb remark, " Aaj 
as much as you like, but write si> Utile as possible," 

Eait into room, n. 1 B. 

NUBtLT piitg kU head mit/rem door L. 2 e. 

NuBB. If I wasn't naturully 'urd of 'earing and the wind 
hadn't whistled through that keyhole like a railway ]lel>gilH^ 
T might have cHUght something besides a cold in iriy iji'd^ 
Howaomever, I did pick up a word 'ere and there : 1 heard 
Captain Thistledown's name, and it's very hevident to me, ua 
Mrs, Aroourt and him 

Jane, (leilhoul) Yen, she's in here, sir. 

NUBD. Oh, law ! {bob* Joum beliind to/a, L., at Jaxk enltsr*, 
thommg in Tiiistleton, c.) 

Jani:. {oxide) Poor Nubbly, hell be on lender liooki. 

TiiisTLii:. Ua, in her room, I suppoae. Well, I'm in no hurry 
(^ioim) 

Janh. (r.) I'll juBt tell her you're 

TltiSTi.ii. (flopping her ai the i> goiiiij, ii. 1 s.) No, nevtr 
mind, I like taking people by surprise. I uty, i like taking 
peonie by surpriae— («Hdrf«"/j kim' Jake)— NLmrd.T ritet aiiH 
thakei hit fitt at Tuistleton, Qicing at the laiae linie a gurgU 
of rage and liorror) 

Jane. Upon my word, what insolence. fecowM, l.) Indeed I 
Heml Well, 1 never— (^„i.crt<™(.c.) 

THlSTI.Ii. (lUi, n.) These late liours are killing me. (fOitet 
Mil a pocket book fnon his tide jioekH tind ppem a letter) All's 

5omg well— It's my last chance. If this Jails me I'm lost— 
tilt it won't, it can't. He daren't play me false. It might 
tTATisport mt, but it would kill him, fur I'd choot him like a 
dog if he threw me over. There lieKa very ditferent letter 
J7v/n Arj — Mrs. i/oruourt's precious little documvut. Hal hft] 
timeahave changed my lady since those ftttM\n!;'\i>>»*tS;^^ 
itui;h~~but ril keep wj- word — I'll kecy 'wj ""o^i- " 
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NtlBB. {»ncaking iemardt door, C.) With what I sees, and 
what I've 'e&rd, a puitiog tliis and that togetlter, And a dror- 
iug ray own conclusions, I've no 'esitation in settling in my 
huwD mind, as there's aomahia" n go'iii" lion ! — but I'll spoil 
your fine games, my friend — yoirll rue the day you kicked me, 
Mr.Thiatlegrove. "The manwlio raises hit) foot against a tremb- 
ling greengrocer's unworthy the name of .1 British "(TmS' 

TLHTOM twM at thit TnonKnC and Nuutii.v txils very aharpfy) 

Thistle, Well. I wish the little wiJow would appear, for 
Tm confoundedly low-Gpirited and dull thia morning, (rising— 
lUt back it turned toieard' f^" H- duor, Uirough which Mas. 
' 1>£LAC-0UR eaten) 

Mas. D. You'll he hetter BOOn, and— ah ! (tas TniSTLE- 

TOM, OHrftoiA a suddeiatesB nf action, t/inU tite door ajtcr her, 
\ turning l/te Uey) Gracious 1 tLeu you've fouud your way here 
{ aX last. 

TtusTlx, ([<.) You are not in one of your cordial moods this 
morniug. 
I Mrs. D. (u., coldly) I beg your pafdoii. Captain Thistle' 
' ton ; I am cordiality itself. 

TbiStue. Hh ! you disg^iise it rapitally. 
Mns. D. Women are allowed a, litllc deception— it is one of 
' the few unpleasant attributes permitted the weaker sex ; -with 
I tu it is simply a pardonable weakness— it is only in man that 
' it Appears mean, coniemptibte, and baael 
I Thistle. (omWe) I knew the scene last nightwould annoy her. 
1 {ahad) Well, you're not inclined to be bored hy vjsiiors, this 
inomiitg, are you ? I'll he olf, shall 1 ? 

Mrs. D. (atidc) Ho mustn't go yet ; and I don't see my 
I way a bit. [aloud, wiUfA more wTdiitUy) There! you are at 
your old fiery vrays; can't you see I've been annoved. There, 
I It's all over now. 

' TiUSTLE. That's all right 1 I can't wake up and explain 
■ matters. I know you're dying tt hear all about ray old liirta- 
, tion with Clarry Greville— I beg her pardon— Hnf court ; hut 
! IVe been turning night into day so much, lately, that I teel in 
a chronic »tate of knock up. (yatens) Eiciwe me being sa 
, atuvid, won't you ? 

Mm. D. Oil, I like to see you yitursflf. {iliey tit P.. and l.) 
I, on the contrary, have not been able to sloep for sou 
nights. I take sleeping draughts, nnd try all 1 can, but to m. 
purpose. (TiilSTi.F.TO!! jrtiwiM) I'd give auylhing to bo able.b 
ladulge in one of those tremendous yawns. , 2 

Tbistle. (l.) You and Clarryseeinfaal friends; lsuppose.a| 
baa painted me in fine Rembrandtish c*i\o\m*, lii't ^"^ 

remontle^is wretch, nnd all that sort ot Oaia?, 

Mm3. D. (R.) Wel],ii'8«piiyyouahou.\i'biw'li(»«f<wil»»w* 

I 
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SIr3. D. {r. r.) Captain Thiatlutou, you are concerned 
the wliolesttle robhorv at the I^riatol Bank, 
Blunt, (r.) What! 
Thistle, The woman's out of her senses. 
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letter, I 



Msa. D. The best in the world. The authority of thii letter, 
wj;illen by Thorogood himself to you, and which by acddeiit 
has found ita way into the wron^ envelop c, 

TlliaTr.E, tptvolwitarUy clutAmg at hu pooket hook^atidt) 

Destruction I It can't be — I — a (turninij wUdbj to Mrs. 

DklacoubJ Give me that {he ii ah<nU to rash aad atizi the 

leller, tchen Blunt cakheg him in his ttTOvg group) 

Blunt, (c.) Hold back, man I Dare to advance one step 
and I'll bring the colour back to your cowardly white face ink 
. fii ir*i.i„ c r*? r>u, 1^..- /;..?.,, .'j^ 



way you'll little fancy. Give me the letter, {tahcs 
TlllBTLt;. (aside) An '■ ' ' ■ '■>- -- 



wlfln 



f to listen , 

- m^ 



TlllBTLt;. {aside) } , i , . 

■iliie is an ahoBiinable plot; and I will nolanger stay to listen 
to the insulent retaliation of spiteful women, (fur 
undis tiielbj/ SuAnvvg, c.,fottowt.dbii Ncrsly) 

giURruE. Mr. Thistleton, I'm a detective officerl 

Thistle. Fellow 1 

Sharp. Don't resist, because I've assistance handy. '. 
Another Detective enteri at baeb quickly. 
All right. Vou know the aSair: Thorogood's voyage is nn- 
avoidably postponed. Now t»ke matters like a gentleman, 
and we shan't want to make ourselves unpleasant. 

Thistlg. Has that villain 

Sharp, Yes, yes. Thorogoud's blown npon you, bo he cool. 
(TlilSTLETON erasia inl" L. corner) (.'ome, take everything 
quietly, (fltidi) That's what Thorogood's beon doing, (ttirnifo 
Nabtis to give liim djracd'oiic— Nubbly eomei daum near 

TUISTLETON, L.) 

NuBB. Tliero was once a certain tjnall party, where a certun 
tall kicked a certain ^tort party, but 

Sharp. {aii-Hlng) Here, you — beoffi (aunii^t Nubbly rouiul 
to 2ni> Detective) 

Naims. Get out. (twingt him up lUsge vihert h» pltanp* 
agaitut Fehson) 

Penson. Where are you a-comiog ? (pmhet him off) 

NuBB. {h la JuUm Qatar Jooleinga.tVt.t!.^n-<i) As thegeotle- 
' ■' " -. .. . ,„ 5_uh! 



n obaervea in the Jtoman 'istry — " Et tu, Beauty t' 

lonmltn hii hot ' ' 



|U and tliXi . 



Act 3.] Was to tue KNiffi. 

Harc. To-day all doubts and differences end. 

Mrs. H. Yes ; thanks to you, and you, kind generous frien(L 

Blunt. To business and your wife you'll now attend ; 

They'll both repay the trouble 
Mrs. D. Very true. 

There's one we can't repay. 

Blunt. And that is 

Mrs. D. {takes his hand) You ! 

Blunt. I ! There is a way — a very simple way. 

It rests with you, 
Mrs. D. Hem ! on some future day. 

We'll talk about i^. {fo audience) In the meantime, here 

Rests for our future all we have to fear. 

Smile not unkindly on our little play. 

But make our title a misnomer pray ; 

For if you cheer, at once our terrors cease. 

War to the Knife becomes a lasting peace, 

Mbs. D. Blukt. 
Mbs. H. Sbabfus. 

HaBOOVBT. TaiSTLB. 

FoBov. NABia 

It fti 
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MODEBN COSTUMES. 



MUDBOROUOH ELECTION. 



ScSNS. — Public room in the Magpie and Stump, in iihe Country 
Town of Mudborovgh — table in oentrey ohairSf d'o.f and at 
back a double UJi, b. q. — doors, c. and l. 

Enter Veskit, the waiter, and Jenny, talking:, c. 

Jenny. Oh» get alone with you, do, Mr. Vefikit, apd dpn't 
be. after any of your nonsense. 

Veskjt. Nonsenses ! why there^s nothing else tp be after 
heore, but nonsense^ I never see such, a dull place. Uere am 
I engaged as extra waiter for thje election^ with nq wages only 
what I can get, and except a little boy that came into the bar 
to. ask the. right tijne» I haven^t. seei), a customer since I've 
heen here. 

Jenny. And; I was; engaged to, wait, upon the parlour com- 
pany, and the only customer Tve seen was an old gentleman 
who wanted to look at JBradshaw^S: GMid^, with s^ bottle i^ose 
aod a blue umbrella. 

y E8KIT. And what did he take ? 

Jennt. Take! why he: took 9^Qut threcf quarters of an 
boor a-finding his place* 

Veskit. But didn^t he call for anything ? 

Jenny. Noa; but he said he woula call when he came back.. 

YzSKfj, How much have, you took since you\e been here ? 

Jenny. ^Ave took tuppencCi. And what ave you took ? 

y ESKiT. Welly IVei took a bad sixpence and a cold in my 
bead. I never see such a dead and auYe place. Whaf s. the 
U3e of elections, except to do good to the public ^ouses ? 

Jenny. Ah! what iqdeed, jyfr. Veskjt; we nught just afi, 
veil have vote by ballast a^ once. 

Veskit. I've dusted the cheers until IVe took nearly all the 
veneer off 'em. Tve beeswaxed the tables until, they're as 
9licky as catch-'en^-aliye-ohs-. I've shifted the chimney orna- 
ments from oi^e side to the other. Tve even stirred up the 
ornaments fo^r your fire-stoves, with the poker — all to make 
believe I'm busy. Come now, sit down,, like a good girl, apd 
pretend as you're a customer. 

JwmVi W| ^1*1 y^fikit, 'lyha.t's tfb,e u^^ o!L \!a3\Xl 
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Teskit. Do, now, jmt to keep 1117 hand in, 

(she siU at tahh, and Veskit tlaadt beside !ier aith diuUr 
over hia arm) 
Pay mum?— Yea, mum, — What 'ave you 'ad mum?— Let me 
see. Tmtle soup eight ehilling, pale rfe Jnia groi 

Jenny. Lor', Mr, Vesket ! what'* a patly before grasg ? 

Veskit. Lor', don't you know. It's a very recho'cke French 
dish, my dear, what the aristocracy ekts. 

Jenny. Ye«; but what is it made of? 

Veskit. Well, it's a goose's liver. 



Jensy, And liiey call that patty before grass 1 Dear lieart 
alive, where I come from thoy call it giblets. 
Vi3KiT. Yes, but where I come from they call it p 



foi gnu, and accordingly it fetches more money. Look here, 
my dear, if you ever go in for cookery, don't you call chopa 
chops, and don't you call carrots carrots, but cat your chopi fat 
neartheneofc,andcaUthem"cotelette8,"cut your carrots into 
little bits, and call them a lajardiaiere. You'll find it aaswer, 

.Iensy. Well, how much is my patty de what-vou-call-it ? 

Veskit. Pali de fm grot, mum, eighteen shillings, mont, 
sparkling 'ock tuppence, one pound four, bread one jiun ten, 
cigars one pound twelve, jxntiet A la Marenge one eighteen, 
tiipe and onions'two pun two, sauaum u la Tartare, haunch of 
venison, boiled mutton and capers, cheese, bottle of old port — 
aay four fifteen. 

Jenny. Lai is it, though? well, it's cheap at the money. 
There, young man, take this Hve pound note, and keep the 
change for yourself, (she yiuet A«a a bit of neumpaiier) 

Veskit, (aside) Wliat a delightful creature she is 1 and if it 
wasn't for the dread of that terrible widow Wilduck, whom in 
a moment of temporary embarrassment I promised to marry, 
and to whom I owe rent and washing, I would propose 10 her 
on the spot, (to ,Igmny] Thank ye, mum ; allow me to receipt 
the bill, {kiiaa her, tnhen enter (JnoGGiNS t/it Imidiord, and 
FOOHCER tht attornnj, C, — Veskit and JENNV h^jin diuling lA« 
tailee and then exmml, c.) 

GnOGaiNs, I tell yon, Pounoer, my boy, the borough is going 
to the very deuce I No opposition — no money being spent — 
no liquDigoinc; nnd the respectable electors arc all as jtober 
as if iha week was one long Sunday morning before the 
opening of ihe " houses." 

I'nuNCEtt. Mj; dear Mr. Groggina, it's always tijc wav when 
there's no opposition. Will a horae gallop when he walks over 
the course? — not if he knows it. And so our members, liaving 
DO one to oppose them, won't spend a p^nny- not they. No, 
ivhac's waatet} to make them fork ou-t,' u &11 0(!(outiaa, 
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Grog. That's it, Pouncer, my boy ; but where are we to find 
an opposition candidate to set the money going and the taps 
a-flowing ? 

PouNC. (producing printed placard) What do you say to this ? 

Grog, (reading) " Jobbins for Mudborough I" i Who's 
Jobbins ? 

PouNC. That's a question that will, no doubt, be asked by 
the electors, and we must be prepared to answer it. At present 
Jobbins is a phantom, an invention of my own. 

• Grog. Patented? 

PouNC. And duly registered, like the rest of the phantoms. 
All we want is to alarm the present candidates, and the way to 
io that is to put up Jobbins. (hangs up the printed bill) 

• Grog. And also hang him out of the window. {Jiangs hill 
but of the window) 

> PouNC. There, if that doesn't stir up the town, nothing 
Will! (shouts outside^ "Hurrah for Jobbins I") The free and 
independent electors sniff the coming contest, and are eager for 
the tray and the five pound notes. 

Grog. Hark I I declare they are rushing into the bar for 
something to drink on the strength of it ! 

PouNC. Of course they are! only give the British con- 
stitution fair play, and its the thirstiest thing out. (shouts 
outside, " Jobbins ! Jobbins I ") 

Grog. They're calling Jobbins — where's our Jobbins ; where 
are we to find a Jobbins ? 

PoDNC. Where aro we to find a Jobbins ! 

Enter Veskit, c. 

Why, here's your Jobbins — a new man in the place, nobody 
knows him ; let's make a Jobbins of him ! 

Veskit. (to Groggins) Please, sir, there's a gentleman down 
stairs as asks if you would be so kind as to change a five pound 
note for .him? He says the bank that it's on broke seven 
years ago, but as business is dull perhaps yon wouldn't mind 
obliging him. 

PouNC. Business dull — Inot at all, it only rests with you to 
make business as brisk as a bottle of Bass s ale in a booth at 
the races. 

Grog. Will you do it? 

Veskit. Do what ? . 

Grog. We want you to stand 

Veskit. Well, I'm blessed if they aren't a shabby lot. I've 
taken nothing yet but' a bad sixpence, and a cold in my head, 
and they expect me to stand something out of that. 

PouNC. WeJJ, Mr. Veskit I 

Veskit. (aside) I may as well ftipcad \Xi^>a^'^ ivk^^^iR.^ ^>i^ 
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my amployer for the good of tha housa. {aloudi Well, g«&ti, 

^'GROC."wei!,Jobbiiia! 

Veskit. Jobbins I 1 never hsftrd of thrit liquor before, but 
I suppose it's the country Uiime for Old Tom, or someClilug 
lit tliAt sort. How will you have it, hot or cold, wiUi or 
witiiout? 

Pousc. [taking him up the stage and whttp^ng to him) OiU 
motneDt and I will expliuii. 

Groo. {imde} What a head-piece Pomicer has got ; oobodj 
kaows Veskit, wid if we rig him out with a white liat Bud ad 
eye-glass he'll look the Member of Parliament to the life. 



They 



pretend to he somebody elei 
fo^ery, could ihey? 

POUNC. As your legal adviaer, ! 
not. 



I 



ire me up for 
u they could 

Vkbkit. But what if they wore to bring it in bigamy t J 

Puuuc. Couldn't do it. 

UitUO. Impossible. 

Veskit. Couldn't Ihey swear an alibi against me ? 

PoUNC. Certainly uot. 

Veskjt. Sure? 

PoL'NC. (Mte sure. 

Veskit. Then I'm your man. Jobbins for Madborong 
any other borough. Here you are ! 

Gituo. Then just clap this white hat on your head, and atlolc 
this glass in your eye. 

PouKO. And put ou these Piccadilly weepers. 

Veskit. And does that make me fit for a Member of 
Parliament ? 

Groo. Of course it does, (tliqi drvet him Up with tehtU hat, 
eye-glatii, cttul/ulte ickitkeri) 

PODNC. There you are, an M.P. every inch of you. 

Vesiut. But what am I to do ? 

PouNC. Promise everything. 

Veskit. Aud perform nothing, which I take it is tba whole 
duty of a Mcmba* of Parliament. 

Gnoo. Eiacily. 

VESKrT. Put, look here, what's to beny politiu. 
know whether 1 am a Whig or a Tory. 

PouNc. Oh, that's no conneqaenc*. 

Groo. Not the slightest. 

Vkskit. Then it's much the tame thing I suppose ; so ff ' 
thejritiQc me, I'll say whichever you please, my pretty de«rs~ 
"■ ifir money and you take joot ctexiM. Ijrrvia e ' " 
I, Jobbiia 1") 



I jrottp»T vom 
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Ybskit. The free and independent electors are easer for a 
eight of me. Naturally enou^. They don^t get such a oanr 
didate every day. 

Grog. Come, Poiincer, my boy, let^s go and bring the free 
and independents in to view the man of their choice. 

FouMC. {to Veskit) Don't be afraid of promises, mind« 

Veskit. Let me alone for that. 

Grog. Gome along, Pouncer. Jobbins for Madboroagh I 

PoiTNC. Jobbins for ever ! 

Groq. Hurrah I Exeunt Pouncer cmd Groogins, l. 

Veskit, Oh, certainly Jobbins for Mudborough ! Well, 
*pOD my word, IVe dropped into a pretty thing. I suppose 
they'll stand something for it. It's worth a crown to walk 
about under this white castor, with a pane of glass in my eye. 
(bunneae with eye glaae) Confound the thing ! 1 shall never be 
able to make it stick in without some putty. But what will 
be the end of all this, if they find out that I am not Jobbins ? 
They will job me into the horsepond. Ah, here comes Jennv I 
*pon my word, she's a very nice girl. Having nothing else 
to do, I proposed to her a few minutes ago, and she accepted 
me ; but if she knew that I was going into Parliament she 
mightn't think so much of me — particularly if she were to 
find out that I'm already compromised with a remarkably fine, 
but fiery widow of the name of Wilduck, to whom 1 owe 
«ix weeks* rant and washing. 

Enter Jenny, c. 

Jehnt. {not recognizing Veskit) Oh, here's a customer at 
last, I wonder if he's going to order anything, or has only 
come in to look at Brad^w'a Gwde, and steal a clay pipe when 
nobody's looking, {to him) What will you please to take, sir ? 

Veskit. {aside) She doesn't know me I then I must be like 
a Member of Parliament, {to her) What will I take, young 
woman ? why, I will take a patS de fois grae-^B. ootdeUe d la 
Jardimere-^ poul^ a la Mtwengo — a bottle of sparklmg Hock« 
and the change out of that ^y^ pound note, {turning, ana 
kiuinffher) 

Jennt. Lawks me ! if it ain't Mr. Veskit dressed up for all 
the world like Guy Fawkes I 
^ VnftKiT. That shows, my dear, that you don't know your 
history, or you would never mistake a Member of Parliament 
for Guy Fawkes. 

Jenkt. a Member of Pariiament, Mr. Veskit ? 

Veskit. Veskit ! no such thing, Jenny ; my name is i 

(wicee outside shouting " Jobbins, «fobbins I") 
^ VEflEn** EuLctly, a$ the voxpopM cott^clV^ sxi^ ^^>^cQSK\a^%> 
ftcMlIf -olmrrea, my- name is «iobbiiia, en^ m^ ^xSsk^v^^^ ^^ 
Catimtgtioa /mi no sorrender I 
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JsKNV. Oh, Mr. Vcskit t I wish you woalda't be K^oEtiul I 
character. It'e a very bad Bign when people have pnnoiple* 
andwearfalsewhiekers, (vakea ouUide, " Hurrah for Jobliina!") 

Vkskit. Stand aside, my dt^r; here come my constituenU 
— the free and independent electors of Mndborough, Here I 
don't hold on by the tuil of my coat when I am addresBinj the 
electors : it ain t etiquette. 

EitUr OROdGiNa ami Poi^mcbr, introducitig Ed-xtobs., c. 

Griiu, Free and independent electors of Mudborough, [ 
have the honour to introduce to yoa the illuBtrioua Jobbiiu. 
lUustriouE JobbinB, 1 have the honour to introduce to you the 
Iree und independent electors of Mudborough. 

PoUNc. And Italcetbeliltertvof Bdding— Jobbiiia for over! 

Eleotoks. llunalil JobbiuBforeverl 

JaimiNg. (mounting a chair and aereminij hit glass in bit 
e^) Electors of Mudborough, I thank you for the honoor you 
liBve done me. This is tlie happiest moment of my life, 
lieml If you — ah! dome tlie lionour to return me to Par- 
liament, 1 — ah — frill endeavour to give satiefaction to the 
customers — 1 mean electors. My principles are no secret: I 
have long been known as a 

CusTDMEK iH Bos, Waiter! 

Vebkit. C'Omiiig, nir. (jianpa from Oie. cAair, and u brougU 
back by Gkogouis and rouKcKit. Tlie ttaite humnut at every 
call of " Waller !") 1 mean 1 have long beeu known a 
faJthiul servant of the public. 

Klectdks. Hear! liearl 

Veskit. And, gentlemen, during my long career, as a Mfi 
of the public, I have endeavoured, most faithfully aud t 
promptly, to serve tbe public. 1 am proud to aay I have 
ii6ver turned a deaf ear to the call of — 

GUETOUER. {impatitatly) Waiter 1 

VkbKit. Coining directly, sir. (W Elkctors) I beg pardon, 
Kentlemen ; my anxiety to do my duty agitates me. J — ah — 
feel at this proud and delirious moment — which, aa I have 
(dready observed, is the happiest moment of my life— I fed m 
if under the influence of 

Cdbtoheii. a glasH of braiidvand water. 

Vkskit. In a half a minute, sir. (to Ei.FxrroRs) Gentlemen, 
6ICUSB me. What I mean is, that I go in for the coustitniion. 
There's nothmg like a good constitution. If you have a good 
consdtution you have a good happetite, and if you have a good 
bappeiite you cau eat. 

GBOa. And drink. 

Veskit. At Mr. Groans coirecrt-j o\jwttvet— »»4 iWtik— 
therefore I aball alwavi vale for n good ton»u^^i^:\ovl,^'o:\t\^ .» 
a thing as coHduces to a good happel^le ani uauecMi ««mH 
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and drinking throughout the land. Gentlemen, allow me to 
conclude in the words of the great Metropolis — "Pall Mall,* 
CTT Mary'bone fear it." 

Klectors. Hurrah! Jobbins for Mudborough I Jobbins for 
ever, {(key raise Yeskit on their ^unddera, and carry him in 
triumph from the room, L. door) 

FouNC. Capital, capital ; it's succeeding admirably. 

Grog. It's all very well to say succeeding ; but Jobbins has 
taken them off to liquor at my bar, and I don't see who's going 
to pay for it I 

PouNC. At such a crisis of the borough's destiny you surely 
wouldn't be particular on that p'int. 

Grog. F'int ! — ^they'll have quarts, gallons, and stick it up, 
notwithstanding that I have had wrote up over the bar in gold 
letters as large as life— "You are requested not to ask for 
credit, as a rmsal often often offends." 

Enter Tipper, agent of (he Buff Party, c. 

Tipper. Mr. Groggins, my dear Mr. Groggins, I perceive 
that a new and unexpected candidate is in the field. Who is 
Mr. Jobbins? 

Grog. Who ? Why, the Jobbins. 

PouNC. Of course, trie great Jobbins. 

Tipper. Then we must bestir ourselves, and spend money. 

Grog. It's the best thing you' can do. Mr. Jobbins is a 
tremendous fellow, and don't care what he spendsv 
''. Tipper. In that case we must go to work in earnest — take 
committee rooms, and throw open the publics. What do vou 
say, 'Mr. Groggins, to letting the Buffs have this room for their 
committee? 

Grog. Well, you jsee, I've half promised to let Jobbins' 
committee have it — they've offered me six pounds a week. 

Tipper. Jobbins ! Rather than he should have it the Buff 
Coqomittee will give you ten. 

Enter Fiver, c, argent of the Blue Committee, 

Fiver. Fifteen on behalf of the Blue Committee ! 

Tipper. I spoke first. 

Fiver. But I spoke more to the purpose. 

Tipper. I'll make it fifteen. 

Grog. Any advance on fifteen ? Going— gone. It's your's 
Mr. Tipper. 

FivER. Confound it — the best situation in the town. What 
ami to do? 

Grog. Don't be down-hearted, Mr. Fiver ; you'll find me 
perfectly \mpaxt\a\. You sliall bavft \\\^ ^Oi^niAaJa^x^^xsw ^^. 
the same money. 
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, FiVEfi. Vary good, I'U have it ; the ground-floor h 
to the Blues. 

Tipper. Yea ; and the first floor belongs la the Huffs, » 
we aru juBt above joa, ba we always mean to be. 
FivzR. Puppy. 
Tipper. Humbug. 

Fiver. I'll fetch a bill tbat will astotiiah you. 
TiEPER. And I'll fetch a poster that will annihiUta yoo.. 
^iceuni Tipper and Fiveb, quarrelling, foUo ' ' 
QHOGGIHS aild FOUNCEK, c. 

Enter Veskit, $UgUly devoted. 
ft-TESKiT. Hurrabl Capital thing this setting up for a 
oif Parliameiit ; lots to driuk and nothing to pay. JoUy fellovi. 
theae eleciora ; they Bwear they'll oil plump for me, thou^ 
what plumping means I haven't the sllgtiteBt idea. And thea 
they decUre that they'll put me at the top of the pell. I hopt 
they ain't going to shew me about. the town like a Polar bear. 
My eyes, u I should get into Parliament in eamest, and hava 
the making of my own laws I The first thing I'll do will be 
to make a law to do away with widows. It's positively hotriblt 
to think of the Dumber of widows as ia rampaging aboDt the 
world, enajiping at the beeU of good-looking young fellows 
like myself, who can't pay their rent and washbg. Whaa 
widows go mad for a fellow they're worse than the doge. Ill 
introduce a bill to have them all muzzled. Then every pubUo- 
boose shall be obli^J to keep at least tliree waiters, with a pot- 
boy to do all the dtrw work for them ; and it shall be unlawfnl 
for every gent to offer a waiter leas than a bob, or to expact 
any change out of Imtf a sovereign. 

Enter Jbkny, crying, L. 

jEijNV, Oh. Veskit, do speak to me ; oh, do, Mr. Ye 

Veskit. Jobbins, if you please, young persoo I 

Jeiint. Jobbins, nonaeosel I thought Jobbins 
gentleman I 

Veskit. Well, I see do reason why you should alter that 
opinion. 

Jbnsy. You're only having a lark with me, I know. 

Vebkit. Young woman, persons in my present exalted 
position in life don't indulge m what you call larks with tbeif 
inferiors. 

Jbmnt. Oh, Mr. Veskit, is that the way you speak of ma — 
me, as you have promised to make your wedded wife ? I'm 
Mhsmed of you, Mr. Veskit I 

VsssjT. Jobbins, I tell you, JobbinKl 
Jenxt. It's false, yoa were never JuWins>is^««\ 
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VJESKVr. Kff matter, I^m Jobbins, fuid as the eleotors say, 
" Jobbins for ever I" 

Jenny. 1 see how it is — you are going to cry off the bargain. 
J was sure of it the moment I saw them whiskers. What can 
you ex|)ect but deception from a man as goes about with 
false hair? 

Yeskit. Well, if it is false hair I don^t hang it down my 
back like a horse^s tail, as you women do. 

Jenny. Veskit, you are a wretch ! 

Yeskit. Don*t call me by that nanie, don't. Look here, 
as you know I don^t want any bother about it, perhaps I 
ahooldn^t be elected, in that case VU be a man to my word and 
marry you — {aside) unless the widow Wilduck should interpose 
«8 a just cause and impediment. 

Jeknt. {crying) Oh I obi and to think that I might have 
staid in my own village and married the farrier as stands six 
foot two in his stockings. 

Yeskit. Should, however, the vox popuE call jne to the 
•House of Commons — - 

Jenny. Correction! 

Yeskit. Commons! 

Jenny. I say Correction I 

Yeskit. And I say Commons! {voices outdde, ^'Jobbins- 1 

Jobbins I") There, listen to the vox popuUI don't detain me 

^om my duties! You're a nice one, you are, to prevent 

'.• man getting on in life, {voices, "Jobbins! Jobbins I") My 

country calls —I come ! (jmshes her aside and goes to window^ "Bl^ 

Jenny. I'll give master warning at once, and I'll go home 
to my own village, and I'll marry the farrier, who would make 
two of him. Exit, crying, L. 

Yeskit. {at window) Gentlemen 

YoiCES. {outside) Hurrah! 



Yeskit. Free and independent electors of Mudborough— -^ 

YoiCES. Hurrah! 

Yeskit. Gentlemen, I repeat, this is the proudest moment of 
my life. May the wing of friendship never moult a featherl 
luy the pilot who weathers the storm always nail his colours 
to the mast ! {cheers) Gentlemen, you want a man to go into 
Parliament for vou. Here you are, gents, here's the man for 
you* So now^s your time; give your orders, gents; the 
waiter^s in the room, {cheers) Gentlemen, I have no fear of 

success-^in fact, I fear nothing and nobody (Widow 

WiLDitCK screams outside in the crowd) The Widow Wilduck, 
.by ell that's horrible I She has recognized me in spite of my 
whiskers, and is coming in search of me. How shall I escape 
>her fangs? (runs to door) Too late \ &W%c^om\v%>sc^\X!L^^\:^B:«». 
Hab I this M-nprand-down) by "wb\(i\i m WniJ^'et wA ^ia^BBk». 
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mofnents I have trsnamitted the plain joint, and the flowry 

Eolatoe ; the very thing ! lliis will drop me into the room 
eloir, in which I can conceal myself until the widow retire*. 
^ets btio lift) Delovr I [U/t sinkt with Mm, tht other nde of tkt 
lift coming up) 

EjltfT IVltlOW WlLDUCK, c. 

Winow. Not here ! It was at this window 1 saw him, and 
he can't have left the house. So, so, Mr. Veskit I a change ot 
name, and a false beard I You're putting up for Parliament, 
are yoii ? I'll Parliament you, if I get hold of you ! I'm not 
going to bedoneottt of B husband that's ojood-IooKing enough to 
walk out with on Sunday, and able-bodied enough to turn the 
manelc all the rest of the week. I'll search the honse nnt3 I 
find Tiiro. Nu, Mr. Yeskit, get into Parliament you may; bnt 
get out of marrying me you don't. 

Eiiler Tipper, c. 

Tu>PEit. Confound tliat printer 1 I thought he never would 
have got that poster ready, {tering Wii«w) I beg your 
pardon, madam, may I enquire what you want in thil rooai ? 

Wroow. 1 want my VeskiC. 

TippBH. You have made b slli^ht mistake, ma'am; this Ii 
not the pawnbroker's. 1 must trouble you to retire. 

Widow. Oh, you needn't be so bounceable I 

TiPFEB. Go, ina'am.go! I'm busy, The three golden balb 
are higher up, and you'll find a convenient private enltanoe 
round the comer. Now go 1 

Widow. Oh, I'm a going 1 ' ExU, c. 

Tipper. So, bo, I've got the start of Fiver, I think. By alt 
accounts tliU Jobbing is a dan j^rous opponent. Ilonevor, I'ra 
got here a list of all the voiers whom 1 can depend upon, and 
the price at which they are to be had. It's a list that I have 
taken years to get up. Wouldn't h'iver give a trifle to get hold 
of it. (tayt booh on the the(f cf the liff) Now then to eclipw 
and oblilerale Jobbins's posters, (mi/oliU a larfft buff potter, 
" Yellowboy for Mudborough," toiih which kepruceoit to cowr 
Jobbing's btlU — the lift trorka, Tipper's booh got* down, tmd 
V liBKlTeonua upon, the other gidt) What's that? (turn* roand 
and tees Vkskit icko hat anoUier book tn hit hand) Where'a my 
book cone ? and you. sir, who the deuce are you ? — where the 
devil did you come from, eh? (eoUara him') 

Veskit. Now then, let go, can't you I It really ajipean lo 
me that the entire population of this borough, natives and 
settlers, male and female, are bent on chevyinc me. Now I 
don't iike he'ing chivied, and what's more, I won t be chivied — 
Bo,_ not for the softeat seat in Partkme'ttl iVoi a^ 
' ' £'pun notes. 
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I l^FPER. But how did it happen ihsl you ^ 

Veskit. Well, it happened this way. 1 went down tlie 
■hoot intending to take a. ahart cut out of this house, but when 
I gets into the room beiow- — - 

TIPPER. The room below 1 why, thftt'a the Blue Commit tee's. 

VXSKIT. I found the door locked, and there was do escape 
that way. The committee had gone to the bar to liquor, 
leaving aM their books and papers, and as I was interested in 
the election, I lliought 1 would just take a peep to see how the 
I opposition party was getting on ; and I found this book, which 
oontaina full particulars of who's to be bribed, and what their 

TiPPBa. You don't say sol Give me the book. 

Veskit. Give it to you ! What for? 

TippEB, For any sura you like to ask — only let me have it. 

Veskit. Well, but I say, you know 

TiPPEB, My dear sir, there's no time to stand on ceremony — 
give me the book, I tell you, (_aeiMsit,ihey8trugglt,aad\^KiT 
tittkt into a chair exhaualed} 
J Vehkit. This is contesting an election and no mistake. 

TlPPEH, So the scoundrel, Fiver, means lo try bribery, does 
I he ? However, I've now got his whole scheme in my poasession. 
By-the-bye, where's my book? Sir, I laid a book down here 
a minute ago. 

Veskit. Did you ? then it went down the shoot an I came up. 

Tipper. Confoundit, Then that fellow Fiver willgetholdof 
it, and I'll be bound he is mean enough to take advantage of it. 

Vkbkit. Fiver! I suppose that's the fellow that was so 
nearly catching me down below. Ihad only just time to mount 
the alt as he made a grab at my coat-tails. 

Enter Fiver, vAh Tipper's hook— he collars Vebkit, C. 

PiVER. So yOQ sneak, I've caught you. What do you mean 
I7 breaking into a gentleman's private room, and mealing hia 
netnotanda. Give me my book. 

Tipper. And you give me mine. 

FtvBR. So, it's your doing, is it, you petty larceny Buffi 

TiFFClR. Wbat do yon mean by that, you miserable Blue ? 

Vkbkit. That's right — go it, gents — fight it out between you. 
Zll do the looking on : it's easier. And if you ever catch me 
meddling with electioneering again, I'll give you leave lo put 
me op for Colney Hatch. 

Tippeb. After this eiposure, sir, I presume yon will withdraw 
, yoor candidate. 

PrvBB. Certainly not. 

Ett„dc„_ ygfy „gii^ gir; if w& cixl e».ii\i dV'o*"^ »*«««»* '■ox 
they'll elect Jobbina. 
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VbiSKIT. Eh— what'e that? By Jove I they're | 
make a Member of ParlinmeDt of me in cBraest. 

Fiver. Stay, air: auppot^e we amalgamate agaiDsl h 

Tipper. Never. 

Vbskit. (osife) I see a chance, {aloud) Stay, gents— 

be as Mr. Jobbios conld be induced to resign, what amoniu 
might you be disposed to stand 7 

Fives. Do you think it possible? My dear sir, if Jobbini 
will retire in favour of the Blues, he may name his own termi. 

TiPPBR. We know which sida has the longest purse. Get 
JobbinB to resign in favour of the Buff's, and a blank cheque ia 

VESKiT. Done ; with both, gents — a bai^ain — I agree. 
TirpKK. You! Who the deuce are you? 

FiVEK. Yes ! who the devil arc you ? Speak. 
Veskit. I— I'm Jobbins. 

FivEB. You Jobbins !— my dear air, a word with JOT. 
ipulUkimR.) '^^'^ 

Tipper. No, you don't ; 1 spoke first. Mr. Jobbini, t 
me. {pulls him L.) 

Fiver. Let go, I tell you. 

Tipper. I shall never leave go. 

FiVKR. No more shall I, (?w(& Um o6o«0 

Veskit. Here, hold on gents. If you've got anything to 
offer, speak up ; you needn't pull me in half, because that's a 
v/av of splitting the difference that I object to, I am quite 
willing to treat with either gr both of you ; and I think I 
shoula prefer treating with both. (Jobbins hiolds out Au hand 
for momg, to Tipper) 

Tipper. What I a candidata for Parliament, and take a bribe t 

Vebkit. Lor', did you never hear of that before? How 
innocent you must be. Tip up. 

Tipper, {handing him a oank note) There I mind yoa retire 
in favour of the Bufts. 

Veskit. (fo Fiter) Please remember the waiter, sir — 
mean the opposition candidate. 

Fiver, {givntg him bank note) There I and mind you retire 
in favour of the Blues. 

Tipper. No; vou promised me first— in favour of the Buffs. 

PiVEH. No— the Blues. 

Vbbkit. Genllera en— gentlemen I 

Widow, {aside) I know he's in the house, atad find him 

iwiu. 

Vebkit. That voice- the devil or the widow, which ia 
precisely the same thing. 1 beg your pardon, genls, my con- 
»titueat» are calling for me. [aiide^ 0\i, «^:V5 did Iha late • 

Kack die, nad make his wife a 'wido'N. EgnthwrMku^ 
J 
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Fiver. But Mr. Jobbing, Mr. Jobbins Exk after him. 

Tipper. Hi !— stop thief I 

Exit, running against the Widow, toho enters. 

Widow. Now then, stoopid, where are you a shoving to ? 
The mdeness of the people here is downright horrid. What 
can have become of my Veskit ? This is nis room, I know ; 
and if I only wait, I shall catch him. Can I hide anywhere 
till he comes in? What*s this? It looks like an empty cup- 
board. 1*11 hide here, (gets into Ufty wfdck immediately descends) 
Ah ! — help ! — murder ! — it's a sinlung with me. (disappears) 

'Enter Veskit, out of breath — his coat torn-^faUs into a cha£r. 

Veskit. Oh, dear, — ^whefe shall I run — ^what shall I do ? 
I don^t know which is the worst, those election agents, who 
want to corrupt-me with filthy lucre, or that widow, who wants 
to marry me. What do I hear ? a footstep ! Tis she ! Eh, 
no, it*s only Jenny. 

Enter Jenny. 

Jenny. Yes, it be only Jenny—only Jenny. Oh, Mr. 
Veskit, you are a £edse cruel man ! 

Veskit. Vm not, Jennjr — I ain^t, indeed. Oh, if you only 
knew how IVe been chivied, you wouldn^t go on a-worriting 
at me. . 

Jenny. I see what it is, you love another. 

Veskit. (aside) I hope she basnet seen the widow ! (to her) 
No, I assure you, Jenny, I love nobody but you; and, as a 
pablic character, let me add, my country. 

Jennt. Oh, why don^t you say at once that I am in the 
way — ^that yoii want to get rid of me ? 

Veskit. (aside) She certainly is in the way just now, and I do 
want to get rid of her, for what with my country calling on one 
aide, and the widow Wilduck rampaging after me on the other 
Vm likely to become a martyr in tne cause of love and liberty. 
(looking anxiouslg round) 

Jenny. Now come, do ye speak to me kindly, and say you 
will always love me and never leave me. 

Veskit. (aside) I feel remarkably like that gentlenian in 
the Colleen Bawn, who had one «weetheart more than he knew 
what to do with. 

Jenny, (crying) You want to break my heart, I know you 
do ; and after all jovl proniised me this morning before you 
took up with politics. 

Veskit. Don^t cry, Jenny, dear, don't cry. 
I Jenny. Yes ; do ye call me Jenny, it does me good like. 

Veskjj. {aside) A diabolical id*ia\ \\. •vjotCx. \c«t\.\!kKt^^s\^ 
it will give m^ » few minutes* start to d\s50ti^ ^i VX^fc ^v^^-^ . 
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Jeknt. Now, tell roe vhat it's aJl about. 

Veseit. I will, Jenny ; com« here ; give us a kiss. There, 
come this way, what I am gaiag to teU you now is a aecrei. 
(aside) By Jove 1 there's the widow's step on llie slaira, there 
is not a moment to he lost — further this way, Jeooy I There t 
(he eiabracei her, draw/t her toieardi the lift and auddealu pvAei 
her I'n^jENNT eereams, Ike lift worki, and the duappearti 
Saved! Saved I I breathe again 1 ((A« Widow m swMeiih (ftot 
tip tlie other lift, eounl^baUateed by Jenny] Ah, the devil I 

VViuow. What do I see, my Veskit — tay own dear Veskit I 
(jiitrtpa oiil nf Ufl and arjnraaee Aim) You thought 1 was loM, 
but now we'll never part again. 

Veskit. (brtaking awat/) Excuse me, ma'am, but publio 
buslnefs of the most pressing importauce (foiw?) 

Widow. Hot if i know it ; 111 not lose sight of yoi) again, 
I've had trouble enough to get hold of you, not to mention 
being sent up and down a spout like a bundle of clothes at th« 
pawnbroker's. 

Veskit, How the late lamented Wilduck could have stood 
it all the years he did, 1 can't understand. 

Widow, {fondly) But no— you wouldn't wish to dewert your 
fond Maria ; yon won't leave her again, will you ? Come, then, 
if you win have it— just one loving embrace, (nntraee* Aim) 

vBSKtT. I feel just like a rabbit in the arms of a bo& 
constrictor. 

Enter .Ifnwy, sptaiing. 

J ENNT. What do you mean by treating me in sueh a shameful 
manner ? 

(scetiw/ Widow embracing Veskit) Eh' 
yoa loved another ? Oh you ' ' ' 

VEt^KIT. Jenay, dearest Jenny ; strike, but heai 

Jennv. Don't dearest Jenny me 1 
Widow. Who is this forward and familiar person? 
Jenni. I'm no more a person than you are, mum; thoDeb 
how he can stand by and see me insulted by an individual liu 

Vessit. Don't, Jenny, don't excite her — she's dreadful when 

Widow. Who do yon call an indiwiddle? 
•Ienkv. Ugh I and he disguising his wickedness under tbesa 
sham whiskers I (puth whiateri off) 

Veskit. But I assure you ladies both, circumstances 

WiLiovv. And crowning hia villainy with this white liati 
irA/cA / dAreeny he iuwn't paid for. tfcnocfci oj hu iittV\ 
"'iff. Utitr dare you tou(^h his liU \ 
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Wmow. And how dare jou meddle with his whiakera | ^^^H 

Vb9KIT. No; but really, Jenny, Mrs. Wilduck ^^^H 

Widow. I'll Jenny her ! ^^^H 

Jenny, Wilduck, eh ? Oh, that's your game, is it ? i^M 

Vebkit. If you would only be calm, laoiea 

Jennt, Calm ! Didn't you asaare Bie thia morning, that I 

V&s the only woman you ever loved? {palling him round) 
Veskit. I did ; and I'll hold to it, 
WtDOW. (jpidling Mm round) You did? although yoa had 

already offered me marriage in discharge of your debt for 

board, lodging and washing. 
Veskit. True, I admit it. My poverty and not my will 

consented. ^^^h 

Entw GitOGGiHs, PoimcEB, Tippeb, and Fiter, C. ^^V^ 
POUNC. HoUoB I what's all thi« ? I 

Gkog. It's playing the very deuce with the borough. Nobody 
I knows who's to pay for anytning. 

FiVEK. I onl^ want to come Co terms with the opposition. 
TiPPEB, Which you don't do, Mr. Fiver, as long as the Bofik 
I' faftve a balance at their bankers. All I want to know is 
wheie'a Job bins ? 

Veskit. [pointing to whit* hat and tehiiktrt on the floor) 
There, gents, lies the most important part of him ; here stands 
the humble remainder. 
Tipper. The waiter I 
Vebkit. At your service, sir. 

FiTER. Then give me back the five pound note you obtained 
from me on false pretences. 
TiFPEB. And give me back the ten pound note you obtained 

Vebkit. Shan't ! what I got I sticks to. 

Widow. Then pay mo my four pounds aeventeen and nine 
pence. 

Veskit. There you are — a five pound note, earned in the 
service of my country ; yon nuay keep the change, {giva 
Widow note) 

FlVEB. {making a matoh at H) That's mine I 

Widow. Oh, you wicked man, would you rob a poor widow ? 

Tipper, Sir, yoa obtained that ten pound note from mo on 
false pretences. 

Veskit. Not at all; I sud Jobbins would resign, and 
Jobbins has resigned. 

JSMSY. Not me, I hope ? 

""""lar, Certainlj' not ; having beeleft ^.^lft"«'AQ1fft^s^^iM^ 
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heart with a five pound note, henceforward I am yonrs withont 
impediment. {emhraee9 her) 

FIVER. So the redoubtable candidate, our opponent, has 
^soUapsed? {jeering Gboggins and Poumcsb, who are aehahed 
of tKemeelve^ 

Veskit. Nothing of the sort. Though I drop the Jobbins, 
and leave you to walk over the course, there is a constitaencv 
here, (indicating Audience) whose votes and interest I shall 
always do my utmost to secure. Ladies and Gentlemen — the 
purpose of a play is to punish vice and reward virtue. Thersi 
m the form of tour evil doers, (^poinHng to Gboggins, Poumcer, 
TiFPWLand Fiver) stands vice. . Here, (pointing to himself) 
stands Virtue ! (elapping hie waietcoat) If I have your snffinages 
I shall only be too happy again and again to contest the 
« Mudborough Election. 



Oboo. Pouhc Widow Wilduck. VBsxir. Jsinnr Frn». Tiffbb. 
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SCENE I. — Charles Hopeful's lodgings — A meanly fuV" 
nisJied room — L. a square deal table and rush bottomed 
chair. — Jessie is discovered seated L. of taible, arranging 
and tying up several bunches of aHificial flowers^ which 
she places in a pasteboard box on the table. — Chaiiles 
stands towards e. c. reading a newspaper which he holds 
spread out. — Boor of entrance in c. 

Ohakl. Yes, yes ; there's no mistake about it ; there's 
the name in full, and the right address. 

Jessie, (whimpering) Oh dear, oh dear ; here's a pretty- 
state of things ! 

Charl. Now don't go on in that manner, Jessie ; or you'll 
take away all my courage. 

Jessie. I can't help it. What ever shall we do ? Oh, 
Charles — I never thought your uncle would go so far as 
this! 

Chabl. He might have gone further, and got married, 
and that would have been much worse ! 

Jessie, {rising, and coming forward) And here are wo 
with the money all run out — and the rent running on ! Are 
you sure you've read it right, Charles P 

Chasl. {handing her the paper) See for yourself. There 
you have it. as plain as printer's ink can make it. 

Jessie. 'Tis too true, {reading aloud) ''Wanted a house- 
" keeper of agreeable appearance, and not under twenty 
" years of age, to take the management of an elderly single 
" gentleman's establishment. Apply personally, this day, 
" to Mr. Timothy Crusty, Hollyhock Lodge, Bayswater." 

Chabl. You see it's my uncle's name right enough. 

Jessie. Charles, you must go directly, and try once 
more to gain his forgiveness. 

Chabl. How can 1 try, when he won't see me ? Haven't 
all my letters been sent back unopened P Haven't you been 
refused admittance too, my poor little wifeP 

Jessie. Oh, if I had known that your marrying me 'TTOTsld. 
have closed your uncle's heart against 'JCAX, "^qvsl €tkss^^ 
never have done bo foolish a thing I 
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moments I have transmitted the ijlain joint, and the flovrr 
potatoe ; the very thing ! ThiH will drop me into the Tooiii 
below, in which I can conceal myaelC unli! the widow retire*. 
(gets irUo lift] Below I {lijl nnki with him, the other tide of Ike 
lifi oomitg up) 

EiOer Widow Wilbitck, c. 

Winow. Not here ! It waa at this window I saw him, snd 
he can't have left the house. Sti, so, Mr. Vcskit I a cbange of 
name, and a, false beard ! You're putting up for PurlisineDt, 
are you ? I'll Parliament you, if I get hold of you I I'm nol 
going to be done out of a husband that's good-looKing enoi)^ to 
walk out with on Sunday, and able-liodied enough to turn the 
mangle all the rest of llie week. I'll search the honw until I 
find him. No, Mr. Veskit, get into Parliament jou may; bU 
get out of marrying me you don't. 

Elites' Tipper, c. • 

Tipper. Confound that printer 1 I thought he never votdd 
have got that poster ready, {teeivg Wiiiow) I beg yom 
pardon, madam, may 1 enquire what you want in tiiia room ? 

Widow. I want my Veikit. 

Tiprt:!!. You have made a sliirht mistake, ma'am ; this li 
not the pawnbroker's. I muat trouble you to retire. 

Widow. Oh, you needn't be so bnunceablcl 

Tipper. Go, ma'am, go! Pm busy. The three golden twlb 
are higher up, and you'll find a convenient private entraaoe 
round the corner. Now go 1 

Widow. Oh, I'm a going 1 Exk, c. 

Tipper. So, bo, I've got the start of Tiver, I think. By all 
accounts this Jobbing is a danj^rous opponent. Howcvor, I've 
got here a list of all the voters whom I can depend upon, and 
the price at which they are lo be had. It's a list that I hara 
taken yenre to get np. Wouldn't Fiver give a trifle to get hold 
of it. Umjs hook on the thelf of the lift) Now then to eclipw 
and obliterate Jobbins's posters. (km/oWs a large buff potter, 
" Vellowboy for Mud borough," wUh lahich he proceeds la cover 
JMiru'e btlU—tlie lift uvwt«, Tippeh's fniok goes tloum, ami 
Vebkit conta up on the olJter Mile) What's that ? (MrtM rmaid 
and teei Veskit who hat another booh in hit hand) Wbere'a my 
ixiok gone ? and you, air, who the deuce are you ? — where t!u 
devil did you come from, eh ? {eollara Aun) 

Veskit. Now then, let go, can't you I It realty appeitn hi 
me that the entire population of this borough, natives and 
aettlerg, male and female, are bent on chevying me. Now I 
daii'C like being chivied, and what's more, I won't be chivieil — 
j»V aot for the softest leat in PMWantBDl l^iU. itset tm atuSitd 
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T. Well, it happeneu this way. I went down the 
j BUoot intending to titke a short cut out of this house, but when 
I gets into the room below 
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■ Tfpper, But how did it happen that you— 
", it happeneu this 



1 



I 



ESKIT I 



I that way. The committee had gone to the bar to liiiuor, 
le&ving All their books and papers, and as I was interested in 
the election, I thought I would just take a peep to see how ihe 
opposition party was getting on ; and I found this book, which 
contains full particulars of who's to be bribed, and what their 
price is. 

TiFFER. You don't say Bol Give me the book. 

Veskit. Give it to you ! Wliat for? 

TlPFBR. For any sum you like to ask — only let me hai 

Veskit. Well, but I say, you know 

Tipper, My dear sir, there's no time to stand on ceremony 
' give me the book, I tell you. {swsesittihsy struggle, mui'ViSKrc 
I ainkt into a chair exhaudat) 
J Veskit. This is contesting on election and no mistake. 
I TiPFEK. So the scoandrel, Fiver, means to try bribery, does 
li he! However, I've now got liis whole scheme in my possession. 
1| By-the-bye, where's my book? Sir, I laid a book down here 
K minute ago. 
Veskit. Did you? then it went down the shoot as I came up. 
TiPFER. Confound it. Then that fellow Fiver will get hold of 
it, and I'll be bound he is mean enough to take advantage of it. 
Veskit. Fiverl I suppose that's the fellow that was sa 
nearly catching me down below. Ihadonlyjuat time to mount 
the lift as be made a grab at my coat-tails. 

Eattr Fiver, vrilh Tippa-'t hook — he collars Veskit, C. 

FiVEH. So you sneak, I've caught you. Whatdo_, _.. 

by breaking into a gentleman's private room, and stealing U 
memoranda. Give me my book. 
Tipper. And you ^ve me min«. 



Rter. So, it's your doing, is it, yon petty larceny BuSfl 

Tipper. What do you mean by that, you miserable Blua| 

. Vmkit. That'aright— go it, gents— fight it out between ybo. 



Ill do the looking on; it's easier. And if you ever catch n 
meddling with electioneering again, I'll give you leave tr - 

I me Dp for Colney Hatch. 

I TiPPEH. After this eiposure, sir, I presume yon will w 

I your candidate, 

1 Ptfeh. Certainly not. 
, .TiPPEB. Very well, sir; if we c\it eac\\ (i"Ca«e* <<« 
,1.1 ^ ibey'U elect Jobbini. 
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fimshing touch to a head-dress I'm going to carry home, 
and- then rim upataira to aeewhat ever was the matter. 

JsssiE, Oh dear, matter enough ! yoit helped ob out of 
one trouble, and now we've got into another. 

Cha£l. Tho old btoiy, Susan. My teri'ihle Dude baa 
givea U3 an electric shock. 

Seals. What has he heen doing P 

Jessie. Oh, something veryshockiug I That ie he hasn't 
done it yet, hut he's gohig to do it ; ao it's all the eame. 

Chakl. He has advertised for a housekeeper! a yotmg 
creature of twenW i that's the man who blamed mt tor 
marrying an angel ! 

Susan. What a shameful old gentleman I And whftt do 
you mean to do f 

Chahl. Why that's tho very thing I was going to oak 
our friend Mr. Synmion's advice about. 

Sdsak. Oh, John would be delighted, I'm sure, if he could 
only help in any way to reconcile you and j[our crucil 
old relation. Ton Bee, my, n\f husband that is to be, iS 
never happy but when he's in hot water. Being in the law, 
yon know, he's used to it ; and I'm sure he'd write a 
tkreateidng letter for you with ail the pleasure in lif^ if 
you'd only ask him. 

Jessie, (hastily) Oh dear no I That wouldn't do at all I 

Ceakl. \aliaM7ig his head) I'm afraid ench a proceeding 
would settle us at once 1 

Susan. Well, perhapa it woKld bo hotter to try milder 
measures at first; so what d'ye say to taking out a coiB- 
mission of Lunacy ? John says a great many do that, whoa 
their rich relations don't behave properly. 

CHAnL. 'Tian't for his mmjoj/, Saaan, that I'm grieving, 

Jessis. So ; 'tis to think t)iat Mr. Crusty should loc^ 
upon Charles henceforth as a- stranger, and perhape die 
without forgiving him, ior the fault of having married 
me, Ibeginning to soh, and p-ufHtig handkerekif/ Co Aer ajM) 
which I'm veiy sorry for. 

SiiBAH. Don t take on so, dear ! If marriage is a fault, 
it's a common one enough, I'm sure. 

Cbabl. {Imged) Oh, if Jessy is sorry that sho married 

SvsAN. No, no, she ain't. 

GuABX. I can only say 

SusAS. Now don't go on in that way, Mr. Hopeful I 
Votne, go give her a kiss and make it np ; that's what John 

.alwttj-a does wbea (Bfofijiiiig sltortl 8.\iem', 1 djaclwft 

^^^£uu quite savage, to think Ih&b JQUI £yi\jclu\ u^^^^S9 
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1 won't call names, but I should like to give that old gentle- 
man a good — trimming, 

Jessie. La, Susan ! 

Susan, Yes, and a hasting besides ! 

OnARL. But how are we to get at himP Letters 
and messages, are of no avail. 

Susan. I wish John was here ! If anybody can see 
through a stone wall, he's the man to do it. 

Symm. (ffopping in his head at c. door) Who's that 
wishing for John ? 

Susan, {clapping her hands joyfully) Oh, come in, John! 
{tur^iing to Jessie and Charles) Dear me, I beg pardon, I'm 
sure, for asking him in ; but you see — I'm so used to have 
him running after me everywhere ! 

Symm. {entering) Is the court sitting yet P 

CnABL. {shaking hands heartily with him) Glad to see you, 
Mr. Symmons ; you're the very man we want. 

Symm. Hope you'll excuse my freedom in popping in 
here ; but the fact is — I found the door of Susan's room 
below locked, and the key gone. 

Susan, {with a significant nod) Of course ! 

Symm. Quite right. You and I have been accustomed, 
as yet, to live alone ; and we both know how many keys fit 
one cupboard, particularly in furnished lodgings for single 
men. 

Chahl. Ha, ha. Jack ! Tve had experience in that line. 

Symm. I've profited by mine, I can tell you. So, as I 
didn't want to leave something in the landlady's care, which 
I thought would be safer in anybody else's^ — {turning his 
hack and shewing his coat loockctSf fro^n each of which sticks 
out a wine-hottle wrapped in coloured j^aj^er) why, I made 
bold to step up to the second floor and make a safe con- 
veyance or my personal effects, {drawing out the hottles he 
goes to the table and sets them upon it) Done before lawful 
witnesses f as the Act di-reGts. 

Susan. Good gracious, what ever has he got there ! And 
where ever have you been, John, keeping us waiting for you 
80 long ? 

Symm. Waiting f or Vmc f Why, I'm twenty minutes before 
my time. What have I got there? Why, something 
prime. Where have I been ? Why, everywhere to bo 
sure ! {wiping his forehead ivith his handkerchief which he 
takes out of his hat) I've had a famous tramp. In the first 
place, I've been after a cab for to- raovrovr , «A\d ^^Q.\Nx^vi^ ^ 
Brat-rate affair ; one that'll hold u% /our mcciX'^ , v^\\Jcv \i»%MA\,v\vi 
horse to show it's a wedding party , and tx gculeel \\xvxVi.^N^2^^^ 



wears gloves, aiid lias promised not to smoke till weu'iora 
frn:u cnnrch. We shall do the thing in style, I proimu 
jou. (rulhini; liis handt with fflei'), 

SusAS, La,, how he does rim on 1 

SYMiri, I believe you ; I've beon runciug on ftU th» 
morning I When I had Bettled with coblij-, 1 trudged 
back to the office to get my qnarter's Etilarj, and to ask foi 
a three days' holiday afc lenflt — eb, SuaauP We must da 
liko the great nohs, and leave tor our "country BMt" 
after the ceremony ! 

SuaAN. Don't be bo foolish, John ! 

Symm. Foolish, indeed? Why, you'd be the first W 
complain if jou found anything incomplete on your wed> 
ding day. I've done my best to provide everytlung 
necessary, and I hope you'll be satisfied. J've been u \M 
grocer's, hntcher's, fruiterer's, wine merchant' 

Susis. WineP 

Stxa. ip-andly) Yes, ma'am, wine! {pointiiuj t« &» 
bottles) There itis, two bottles of first-rate, geiioroua, fiOU 
bodied, exhilarating — currant vilne! Would you lifcft^B 






SmM. Taste a glass, Mrs. Hopeful? 

Jessie. I'd rather not, Mr. Symmons. 

Symm. Won't you, Susan ? 

Susan. No, thankje. 

Symm, {pregemgbj) Only half a glEissP 

BusAs. No, not a thmihl^ful. 

Symm, Ahem 1 thtit'a a clincher 1 

Chakt.. He's going to do it first-rate, Susan. 

SoSAN. (primly) Our means will never stand it. 

Btuu, ^andlij) My means are my own till to-morroir. 
I'll stand everything ! {to Chahles) You've pi-omisM 
lo come, you know, Mr. Hopeful, to play father and gin 
Bway the bride. To be sure you're rather young-lookinj 
for a respectable father, but then nobody notioes '' ~ 
pftrcnts iu those atfairs. 

Chabl. I'll do my best to loolc respectable, Jack. 

Symm. Thonkye. Thiit is friendly. 

Susan (lo Jessie) And remember, you're to be bridM 
maid, dear! 

jESsre {amiling) Yes, to hold your gloves whila yoo pffl 
on the ring. I know all about it. 

SntM. rite ring? Aha! I haven't forgotten (Aoi eithpr. 
Sere it is .' Sese » the little ftrtic\o , -wmaMt "«\ac\i «U. ™" 
taagniQccnt preparations would come WmA^unft. 
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Chabl. Try it on, Susan ; perhaps it ain't your size. 

Symm. Oh. isn't it, though I It' a just her size. 

Jessie, {sentimentally) Ah ! she doesn't know yet what 
trotcbles that little circlet brings I 

Symm. I'm going to teach her. She'll find how many 
blessings lie in the small compass of the wedding-ring, 

Jessie. Heigho ! I wish you joy, dear I There's one 
comfort for you — you've no relations to offend by marrying. 

SusAJf. Heigho! I declare now I'm getting melancholy 
out of sympathy with your troubles, dear ! 

Stmm. Troubles ? Who's got any troubles ? {looking at 
them) Why — I say ! now I look at ye all, your faces seem 
suddenly to have grown longer. There's something the 
matter, isn't there ? 

Chakl. Oh, nothing very particular. Jack. Only — some 
hopes that we were building up have got suddenly kicked 
down, that's alL 

Symm. Can't they be kicked ujp again ? I'll lend you a 
foot with pleasure. 

Jessie. We've had a disagreeable surjprise, Mr. Sym- 
mons. 

Susan. We're in a mess, John, and youVe got to get us 
out of it — d'ye hear ? 

Symm. In a mess ! 

Susan. Nothing less. 

Chakl. You may pretty well guess what ahout, when I 
tell you that a certain relative of mine 

Symm. What, your crusty old uncle ? Well, what's he 
been at now ? Has he given his last kick P 

Chabl. Worse, Jack, worse ! What d'ye think he has 
gone and done P 

Susan. Advertisedii John — ^for a young woman to take 
oare of him ! 

Symm. What P Well, that is sharp practice. Why he 
mast be *^non compos'* I A young woman take care of 
him ! what a wild idea ! 

Jessie, {poutingty) I think a wife isn't a bit worse than a 
housekeeper. 

Symm. It's the way with old bachelors, ma'am — they 
generally do come to that at last. 

Susan {sTiarply) But he mustn't come to that at all! 
You must prevent it. 

Symm. (starvng at her) I P 

SUSA.N. Yes I you're in the law I and Vavsrw "Ws^ ^Rk 
frighten people ! So, think o£ Bome\imi^ dl-v^id^— *0os^ 



BOINC MY nrCLE, 
bIi:;]] apsef the old gentbmtm'a plans, and HmBelC inbo 

Syhsi. That's very ensily snld — but how ia it to be donat 

yii'SAJt. Try! A single Bfi'ii-/i. 8 ometimea, — docs wotiderBl 

Sl'ilH, I can't bring an action of aasanlt and hAtt^Ty 
ngftijiBt htm, enn I P I cnn't aay to a man you shiwi't — if hi 
enrslio wiV/? And besides, there's no time! yonr nncle'a 
ndvortiscmnnt is very like a jar at treaclo, it catches Lhe 
flien imcommnnly qnick I 

Srs.vM. (pridUiij) So— you mean to give it up, John, do 
' yoiiP 

Siiist. Don't 1)0 cross, roy duok ! I'll try what I can do 
bstwoen this and to-morrow. 

Susan. To-morrowP You wnn't have time to do any' 
thing to-morrow. [koUlin^ itp her fiiujpr tmenrAn kim. aiut 
difffilnri illy) ril give you just tmrnf.'/ -miiiKlpa, to hit npOU 
jiomething cloTor, — while I nnd M'rs, Hopufnl Iftko OUT 
work homo j and — i/liy the lima I come back 

Stdh. Zminda, 8u$an, don't look at mo in that manner I 

8i)84N. Yon haven't concocted a plan, — then it isn't M 
eertfiin that you take me to church to-morrow ? 

gran. What! 

Sps.ts. (^f(niinj7 away, and to Jessje) Come, dear, letBf: 
go. (JkbsIE ptiti on lusr bonnet and skavil and taken uj) tkt 
jltfteer box) 

SiiiM, Hero's a fjo I 

CiiuLL. Stop. Btop, Susnn, this mustn't be — I casft 
allow 

SlIlM. Oh, bless yon, don't mind mo, I'm used to hst 
little ways. Look here, Susan ! The insptration'a comina 
already — I feel it boiling within i but it you throw otwo 
water upon it— _fcs will go tho Bteara, and it'll all end In 
smoke, 

ScsAH (wnving Jn>r hand grandlij) I don't care for smoko, 
or an explosion either ! 

Stum. Well then, as tlie AmertcBii scholars say, " we'll 
go the whole hog." Let inu wiilk pai'6 of tho way with 
yoo, and I'll explain my ideas to you. 

SuGix. I don t want yuu. 

SYJia, Yob, you do— you can't do without me ; 80 yOO 
ithall carry mi' with you, and I'll carry the b.indbox. 
Irnnitiiig hi th-^ tahic lui aint.;fu:f Hp tlte hiiaiihax and ptdt it 
»:-' •.ijKHu.h-rhUann.) 

Bi'ttAU. (with a ecreaiit) Ila ! put it down directly. 
TariilBg it tupBy-lntrvy in that way, ^oa'U cn»h it t9 
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Stmm. (leUvng U fall) Crush it ! What's inside — ^not a 
baby P 

Jessie. A baby ! Dear me, Mr. Symmons, d'ye think a 
bandbox a fit cradle for a baby ? 

Symm. How should I know ? I've no experience in such 
commodities. There's nothing about babies in ** Coke 
upon Lyttelton." 

Chabl. Oh, Jack, what a deal you've got to learn yet ! 

Susan, {who has knelt down and opened the hox^ taking out 
, of it an elegant straw hat, showily trimTned toith feathers, and 
holding it ujp) The loveliest hat that ever was seen in Paris 
or London ] I trimmed it myself, and it's so becoming ! 
It's ordered for a lady, a widpw, just out of mourning for 
hcB second husband, {rising from hsr knees), 

Symm. And she's "going round with the hat" to bog 
for a third one. 

Susan, {putting it on) Isn't there something captivating in 
itP (with a smile at Ohahles and Symmons) 

Charl. {with a facetious how) Decidedly — ^just at this 
moment. 

Symm. Doesn't she look pretty in it ? Oh, you angel ! 
You are an angel, with your wings growing out of your 
head ! I say, Susan, wouldn't it do for to-morrow ^ 

Susan. Well, I'm sure ! just like your impudence ! 
{snatching up the handhox she goes to the table and repla>ce8 
the half closing the handhox again) 

Symm. Come, don't flounce out again, there's a dear ! It 
would carry us ofE with flying colours to-morrow. And 
how it would read in the ** Morning Post." 

Susan. The * * Morning Post ! " Why you never 

Symm. Shan't I, though? Stop till you read it — 
** Married yesterday, John Symmons, Esquire, of Sym- 
mond's Inn, to Miss Susan Tuckit, fashionable jno-deeste,'* 

Susan. John, I won't be coflled mod'eeste, 

Symm. Won't you ? Ah, that's because you're mod-etf^, 
and that'll be all the better for me. 

Susan, (taking up her handhox) Now then, I'm ^one. 
And, Mr. Symmons^ remember what I've told you I {going 
away with Jessie, c. d.) 

Symm. (suddenly rushing forward to c. and striking an 
attitude) Stop ! attention, all of ye I I've got it I I've got it ! 

Susan, (returning) Got what P 

Chabl. \ruhhing his hands) Now, Jack I 

Jessie, (eagerly) The plan, Mr, Symm.0T^? 

&TMM. xea I Q>ointmg to, the bandbox^ ^lC\i<^ "VwjS^ V^^ ^^t^^ 
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it ! The day's won ! I'm ready to go in now, ftntt | 
iiiiii/ Ma fin^Bre) settle my uncle 1 

JusaiE. Tf ou're sure of it, Mr. Symmo 

Symm, Certain, ma'am ! 

Sdsas, And how will you do it P 

SvMM. Never you mind. Leave it all to mo ; only 
promise to follow my directioas, aridyou'll find yourselvoa 
popping in at your uncle's before he expects you. 

.ChaKl. If you can do that. Jack 

SuSAK. Oh, he can do anything he likes, if he's a mind 
to it. 

Snni. You're right, Susan. And now to work. Listen ! 
First of all, we must keep the li<yase against th^ bonse- 
ttespere, that's the first thing to do. You, Charles, beAff 
and reconnoitre the premisca. Make yourself the "board 
to keep oS trespassers." 

Chabl. {taking wp his hat, hutioniiig «p hiseoat hurriedly] 
I will- My uncle's maid of all-work is a good friend of 
mine, and will stand by us tooth and nail. 

Syuu. What, Grimy? Iknow the girl. You'reaprima 
favourite of hers, so go along and make love to ber till I 
come, {ke pitthes Chakles out, c. d.) And now, let me 
gather my two little goslings under my wings, {taking oiM 
under eocA arm) 

Sdsan. {mnilijig) I didn't know you were a gander, John. 

SVMM. {playfiill!/, sliaking Ids finger ai W) Yott shtdl 
find a gander is a fit mate for a goose. But come tdong 
down stairs and help me to arrange the conspiracy against 
Mr. Timothy Crusty, of Hollyhock Lodge. 

jEBsr. I'm BO frightened I 

Stuh. Pooh; be yourself, Mrs. Hopeful, and dont be 
nervous ! There's no harm in doing your ancle tor lift 
good as well as your own. So come along, my little 
volunteers, we'll catch the old cook at breakfaeb and giTS 
it him hoi. {Ext^uHl c. d. 

SCENE II.— TJte parlour in Orusty't kome. BayBwaler, 
very handsomely fumithed. — French inimlnu!, in c, qjioi»* 
itM on the garden. Door of &ntrante, L. — A small tiMt 
laid for breakfast, foiiiards B.., aitcIUeh Cbusttm seattd 
i» an easy chair, his left leg wrapped infiannels and rest- 
ing on a footstool— A lottle and wine glass on a. lUlla rounit 
/ai/ff, on his A. 
Cbvstx. (reading a letter) So 1 Ano^.\i«t \ettat tttna wr 
■""■^o/ (t nephew, begging forgiveiieaa v '^V'>^?SS0H 
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thinks' I'm tired of living alone, and ready to forgive him 
his run-away marriage. He's very much mistaken ! No, 
no, Master Charles — ^neither you nor your wife ever set 
foot in 7ny house, I promise you. The pains I took — in- 
stilling into that young man's mind a wholesome aversion 
to the treacherous sex called gentle! And just as I 
thought I had made him a thorough-paced bachelor like 
myself — slap down he jumps into the yawning gulf of 
matrimony, and there's an end of him as far as Fm con- 
cerned, {testily ringing a hand-bell, and calling loudly) 
Grimy, I'm ready for breakfast ! {fearing up letter) That s 
the way I treat your letters, Charley. Y ou re welcome to 
a wife, an income-tax not easiljr shaken off. I prefer a 
ftmporary incumbrance, so I go in for a houseJceeper, I've 
advertised for one, and expect to get a nice one before the 
day's over, {rings again loudly) Grimy ! I'm waiting for my 
breakfast ! x es, yes ; I suppose my nephew begins to find 
the butcher and baker expensive acquaintances, {ruhhhig 
his liands complacently) There's nothing like a single life ! 
A bachelor's table has no greedy brats squalling round it, 
spilling the salt and eating up the marmalade; all's 
nicely arranged — ^nothing wanting. Where is that hussy ? 
'Twas just the same, yesterday ; it's been the same for a 
month, {ringing violently) Grimy 1 Gri — my, I say i 

Gbimy. {without, L.) I'm adeeming I 

Ckustt. Where's the steak ? 

Grimy, {without) It's a frying ! 

Crusty. While I'm stewing here ! {hawUng) Bring it 
directly. Do you hear P 

Grimy, {vnthout) Don't holler so ! I'm a-comin*. 

Crusty. She's alw^s a-coming, and never arrives. I 
swear it's too bad. That jade always spoils my appetite. 
But never mind I when I've a housekeeper thiugs will be 
very different. — Oh, here you are. 

Enter Grimy, l., a dish in one hand, and a large mop in tJie 
otJier, and a plate of toast— ^fa^e and hands smsared with 
black, greasy apron, ^c. 

Grimy. Yes, here I are. 

Crusty, {pointing to her) TJiere^s a neat article for a 
bachelor's establishment ! What do you mean by keeping 
me waiting in this manner ? 

Grimy. You ain't waited no more nor usual. 

Crusty. Put down the dish, idiot. (Grimy goes to table, 
and sets down the dish) Don't iavxs^ XJcia \«l^"^W^s^ ^as.^ 
you come in with sucn Taajida? 
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GBtiTT (Jool-hiQ at Jier hands and i«rni?ig them oSomO 

What's the matter with 'em? 

Chl'sty. Themntter! wliy, yon're ffj-my all over 1 

Grimy. I ain't got no time to clean myadf- 

Cbustt. It woald take Eome time, indeed ! But you're 

always idling about, and talkiug to a set of scamps at the 

area steps. There was one josterday — a great hulking 

fellow — going on at the ditor for an hour, 
Qkihy. He were a coag'm o' mine. 
CarsTY. A consin P why, you told me the thort one, that 



Ckustt. Well, well, I shall Bet things to rights \w and 
bye. [lastmg Ike toaet) Pish I This toast is as cold as & 

Gkimt. Werry good, (advancing to the tabic) then Fll 
'eai it for yon, and bring it up again, (oiotti to tahs ainag 
the toaet-'plaic.) 

Cbusit, Don't touch it! 

QBiur. Wby, aia't I been a-touching it afore I brought 
it ye? 

CatrsTT, Put it down, and hold your tongue. Now, mind 
what I say, I expect some ladies here this morning, so 
don't be running out just as you're wanted. 

Grimy. Ladiea a-comin' P I wish you'd told me afore 1 
I wouldn't ha' cleaned the atrest door till the arternoon — 
Tm always a-woshin' them steps arter tome dirt or other ! 

Cbbsty. {sharply) It's very little trouble, {hel^nn'j fciM- 
teUjrom the table.) 

Geimy. Arc it ! It ain't such a heasy matter as you 
thinks. What with the dnst, and the children's pewoiafow 

a-runnin' agin one {twa loud elngle knocks and a ring 

outeide.) ■ 

CxusTY, Tbsrc's somebody. It's one of the ladissi >^H 
doubt. Show her in. ^^^| 

Griuy. Ah.Ispose there's alot on 'omP ^^^| 

CnDSTY. ni see one at a time. '^^H 

Grimt. (poiW) Well, lonly wiahesvon'd gottocleaofl^^^ 
artor 'em, that'^a alt, ' (E^ l. ». I 

Crtisit. (pii/iiji^ 7ii'b sh'H coRar, settling his neekeloth, 
^c.) It's an anxious momoat I I'm all in a flutter of ex- 
poetalion! Now then, Poj't\m<'! be goodniitured, and eewd I 
mo some pretty young ci-eature that will adorn my home, 

jiud Rinko ine thu huppiest of men, and baohe {atftppiiis 

^•ii^ te/M a /torf-ifietl glare at QxtuA^v^, who ili»9ul«tda» an i 

*^ ^ ^'w ^ p^ito ^ a l W ltf g ^^^|^l^ljfip^J|l^fttily^gttrt ttt **«aj<;»j 
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speech, and approached him unperceived. He wears a hlacTc 
poTce bonnet and frilled cap — a olach hainhazeen goivn, with 
grey thread gloves out at the fingers , and carrying an old 
cotton umbrella, inside luMch is a coloured cotton handker- 
chief much torn.) 

Symm. (with a curtsey, and speahing with unhurried and 
deliberate distinctness) I beg your parding, sir, but — it being 
come to my ears as to your requiry-ments of an 'ouse- 
keeper, some friends of mine, they says — sich might do 
for Mrs. Damper — the which is my name, it is. Hany- 
ways, I thought I*d step up and complicate the affair, to 
the best of my stability, {curtseying.) 

CausTY {aside with a groan) Oh, lord. 

Symm. i -es, sir ! 

Ckusty. Pray sit down, if—if you like. (Simmons sits 
down and crosses one leg over the other, then suddenly re- 
menibering himself, draws his feet together and smoothes down 
his petticoats) YouVe seen my advertisement, of course ? 

Symm. Well, sir, I may say — how I come to know it was 
through the instrumentation of o, friend o* mine, the which 
is a gentleman — in the pork-and-sassage line, doin' his 
business in the Bagnigge-wells-road, it is. 

Crusty. Oh! 

Symm. Yes, sir, and as your divertissment illicitly states 
that you want a young person, of agreeoMe appearance 
(striking his umhrella on the ground between each phrase) 
inapproachable carak-ter — of a soak-iable temperature, 
and werry prolific in 'complishments — I wentures to pro- 
pound myself as one compiling all these requisitions — to 
im-per-fection. 

Crusty, {aside, despairingly) What's to become of me P 

Symm. Yes, sir. 

Crusty. Well, ma'am, or miss, 

Symm. Mrs. Damper. 

Crusty, {aside) A devil of a damper, too ! Ahem {to 
^ymmons) The fact is I do require a — a person of irreproacn- 
able character, and sociable temper, to take the manage- 
ment of my household. You see, I'm rather an invalid. 

Symm. xes, sir, you're looking wernr bad ! {pointing the 
umbrella towards Orusty's gouty leg) You're troubled with 
the gout. 

Crusty, {wiyicing, and waving o^Symmons's hand) A little, 
ma'am, a little. 

Symm. Ah I it's a {bringing down the point of tlie umhrella 
with a thump, close to Crusty's foot) /teaj-cavating pain it is. 

Crusty, j&on't mention it, ma?a.m. \\J^ ^'5^KI\s^^\i'5:Niu^^. 
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Stmu, [himmg round in the chair, aiid looking him, eiead' 
faethj in the face, aluiking hie head] Ah ! don't elvde yonr- 
aelf BO I It'll get worser and worecr. [mlh a groaaj I'ro 
Beed BO many o ibem cases in my time, and tbey all ends 

here telling m 

Stou. I never tell Btdries — I'm known for my voracity. 

GxrSTT. I want a lively companion, ma'am, and upon 
my Bonl I don't think you'll do for the post. 

Stuu. If you means my doing for ijqk, sir, you'll find 
me wemj lively. 

CBiraTT. Oh, very ! A charming companion, particularly 
on a rainy day. No, no, ma'am, you're too great a croaker 
to be agreeable ! 

Syhu. I'm ■werry agreeable, but [draming out from the 
vmbreUo. on old checked pocket-handkerchief, in holes, and 
apphjivri ii to his eyes sohbiiwly) the loss of my poor 
husband, only a ehort time back 

OnVBYT {commusionalely, aside) Poor woman! 

Syuu. He always fouim mo a lively, and, as he used to 
Bay, a lovely companion. 

CflUSiT. [sooHimgbj] Never mind, i 

"Stmm. He used to call mo his cherry -cheeked cherubin 

Cedsit. Never mind, ma'am, perhaps ho loft you si — 
ohembB to console yonP 

SlTMM. Only Bis, sir. 

Cacsir. Well, that's eomothing. And I'm i 
very sorry, inn'am, that I — what did he die of P 

SiMu. {iv-iu-ceiively pointing hit forefinger at him) 1 
werry — same — complaint — as your'n. 

CitiJsyY. (starling, and vfith a grimace, aside) How 
pleasant 1 

SiMM. Yes— Bir, Ah 1 you're tho himage of what he 
were the day afore he vjent 1 The moment I set eyes on 
you — thinks I to myself — lic'U be tho next I 

Cktsty. (violently) Get out of my sigLt, you old screech- 
owl! 

Stmm. Yea, sir! that's the way he'd take on, whea tb« 
fit vras wiolent. 

CiiDSTY. Get oat, I say! (riiighig tlo honilhdl violmil'}/) 
Qcrc— Giimyl Somebody! Turn this old Beldame out m 
tho bouse ! 

Stmm. (rising, dcUheralehj} Don't worrit yourself, poor 
victim i — I'm a-going, — and so are yoa, — ^etrs teat. But 
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door) When you gets worse, and can't help yourself — send 
for me, and you'll see how I'll serve you ! (Exit J„ — 

(Crusty snatches a 'pillow from the hack of his chair, and 
hurls it after him.) 

Ckusty. Get out, you scarecrow ! you hobgoblin ! She 
has pumped all the breath out of me ! I feel as if a night- 
mare with a poke bonnet and umbrella ^Well, if I get 

nothing but this in answer to my advertisement, I'm in a 
pretty quandary ! (mimicking) " Damper is my name it is,'' 
— says she. A damper with a vengeance ! I feel a cold 
bath splashing all over me. (a loud rat-tat-tat outside) 
There ! I'm in for it again ! All the registry offices in 
London marching down upon me at once ! 

G-RIMY. {bursting in suddenly, and very loudly) I say ! 

Crusty. Oh, lord, what's that ? How dare you bounce in 
in that way ? 

Grimy, (pointing over her shoulder) Here's another I 

Crusty. Another ? If she's anything like the last, I'm a 
dead man ! 

Grimy. Oh, she ain't nothink like ! She's a perfect con- 
tract to the other, {throwing wide the glass doors in c.) I'm 
going to let her in by the garden WQ,y. 

Crusty. What for? 

Grimy, 'Cause the parlour door ain't wide enough for 
her to scroudge through. 

Crusty. What! 

Grimy. Here she is. (getting down L.) There's plenty 
on her at all events I 

^nter Susan, making her way with apparent difficulty through 
the c. D., Iter dress being distended by crinoline. She wears 
the hat and feathers, and her whole appearance displays a 
high caricature of the fashionable costume.) 

Crusty. (be7iding forivard, his hands on his knees, and 
aring at her.) Well ! She is a stunner I 

Grimy, (l.) There's a spicy harticle ! 

Susan (in the c, bending h&t* head to Crusty, condescend- 

gly.) Your most obedient. 

Crusty. How d'ye do, Ma'am ? Grimy, give the lady a 
, chair. (Grimy slily picks out a small cane-chair, and places 
it immedi-ately behind Susan, unnoticed by her, then exit, 
staring at her, L. D.) 

Susan, (still standing c.) My name is — Furbelow. 

Crusty. Ah? Oh! 

Sxf&AN. (speaking affectedly with a drawling tone\\ I've 
called — in consequence o£ a — an a^^ctVK.^'SivsiSi^ 



<HjJH 



18 DOINO MT mvcLB. [Sc. 2. 

CEtrsTY, Tea, ma'am, 

Sd3an, In the Titnoe, from a gentlemwi reqniriD" &n 
agreeable super intetidont of h:a domeitio comforts. Yov, 
I presume, [gcanniag him through her ega-glaas) are the — 
in — di — vid-^u— al ; eh P 

CarsTT. (imitating Iter) I — am — ex — act — ly '. 

SrsAH. {looking at her viatdh) I'm a fem seconds behind 
my time, but the truth is, not wishing to arrii 
— 1 came by the omnUias. 

CHUSTt, {a$tde) A pretty subject for a, busaj 

ScsAN. And — ah ! It wasn't pleasant I 

CHUSir. I'm auTB I should have aaid bo, too. 

Sotan. Men are such hears now-a-daya ! We, poor 
women, are leas than nolliing iu their eyes. 

CEDSTr. {aaidti) Nothing's rather large, I think ! 

So&iS. And they — cr — rush one so, that really a lady in 
an omnibus never finds room enough to sit onmfortubly. 

CfiOSTT. True, ma'am, I'vu hoard ganHnmait make the 
Bame complaint. 

Susan, Well, eo have I. John Summons,— (u7tpnt.'j a 
friend of mine says — that when he's in an oranilma w«th 
ladies, he feels like a second Jonah, — surrounded by tehala 

CaTTSTT. {laughing lieaHily^ H" ' ha ! ha ! But, pleaso to 
sit down, ma'am, and I'll explaiu iny wishes with regard 
to the Eituatiou I have to offer. 

Sdban. Ifyouploaae, (loolilng on each side of ker far the 
ehaivr, which is entirely hia/len liy the breadth Cff her drett,) 
Beally, chairs now-a-daya are so small • 

Cbusty. They are so ; hut some eeats are larger than 
others, and if youll only look behind, {pointing lo an eauj/ 
chair «p the »l<ige) you'll find a ciipacious one. 

SusAM. Oh, it's no matter. I'm a little body, and tha 
one I've got will do. 

Cbubtv. I hope you can manage it, ma'am, — for 1 can't 
help you. Uy leg forbida gallwitry. 

Sdban. (havwg »aidotcn, and spreading her skirl on each 
aide) Now, eir. I'm ready tn boar what you require from 
the lady undertaking the domestic duties of your establutb- 
ment ; but perliaps I had better, first, let you know what 
J should require, if I orobraced your ottor- 

Cecstt. {u,/tiira$lafe <if mirprine) By nil ' 



Scsah. I must then inform yoD, that IVe always. 



Mj-i/ larpf 
Cbusty. Fes, ma'am, (/ooHnjotWeTinoline'lE' 
- — eitat. 
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Susan. And the only tking tkat would reconcile me to 
the narrow limits of — shall we say fJiis little dwelling ? 
would be my meeting with one who could appreciate my 
habits and feelings ; but above all, I require sympathy — 
sweet sympathy, and when I find myself in presence of 
a congenial spirit — (rising from the chair by degrees, and 
spreading out her amis in an affected attitude) I expand — 
ex-pand — 

Ckusty. {aside) Gracious ! If she goes on expanding, the 
hou^ won't hold her ! 

Susan. But— if I come into contact with any of the 
hearslcin turappers of society, I shr-r-ink into nothing ! 
My buoyancy leaves me, I become in fact, a — a 

Crusty, (aside) A collapsed balloon ! 

Susan, (with an affected shudder) Dreadful to imagine ! 
(turning her bach she walks up the stage and returns towards 
tahle.) 

Ckusty. I understand, ma'am ; and, taking a broad view 
of the case, I should say that a lady of your extrerae ele- 
gance — (slie bows, simpering) sylph-YUke appearance — (she 
bows again) and unapproachable charms 

Susan. Ah, now you want to come round me ! 

Crusty, (hastily) Wouldn't attempt it for the world, 
ma'am ; not even if my leg were well. I only mean to 
say that I fear my little establishment is too small to admit 
of your being taken in. 

Susan (indignantly) Sir, you then decline my services ? 

Crusty. My income is narrow, and my house on a scale 
that alEords no room for 

Susan. Oh 1 ah ! well, it's of no consequence, old 
gentleman. Perhaps you're right. My residence hero 
would involve you in a round of gaiety ; and an elderly 
man like yourself is better fitted for the privacy of a back 
parlour than the (s/ta/cm<7 ow^ her skirts to their full extent) 
overwhelming bustle of fashionable life, (slie sails out 
through the glass doors, c.) ^ 

Crusty, (bawling after Jier) Take care of the door, ma'am. 
A diving-bell is nothing to her 1 Housekeeper, indeed ! If 
she keeps anything she shall keep her distance. She's the 
last I'll see, that I'm determined on. 

Grimy (entering, L.) Is the roundabout lady gone, sir P 

Crusty, (angrily) Hark you, you jade, don't open the 
door again, let who wUl come. 

Gri^. I can't keep 'em out I There's a dozen coming up 
t> e street, and sich a crowd ou tl[iQ ^\)&^^\ 
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CnnSTT. Close the sliuUerfl — h&ng out a bill — teU 'em 
I'm dead, and euited ! 

Gitnir. Tain't no use your taking on like \hat ! TouVo 
gouo and done it, and you've got to go through with it, uid 

CufSTV. I'll see you and eTcrbody—Zuri/ier first. IsboU 
commit mnrdor, 1 know I Ehall. {a load single knock o«t- 

Geiuv. (looldng of, L.) Who nota? Oh, my! Here's 
five hundred and thirty-eeTen wante to have a word with 
you, 

Ceusty. What! Five hnndrcd of 'om ! call the police. 

Gkimv. He's closeby, witkoutmycalling. (beckoning, L.) 
Step this way, please ; master's agreeable. 

Ceustt. (mth rage, shaking hia figl at "her) I'm ikA 
agreeable. How daf e yoa tell auclt a lie, you baggage. 

En(er SyMMONS, L., dUgnieeil as a policeman, loftiio coffow 
gloves on, fjie nwmlci- on hi$ collar very eOMpiCilottt, 

Grimy. {slK^einff hint in) Come in ! {to Crosty) Here's 
number 537 — a defectivo perlioeman. 

Orcstt. {indigjtantly) What the devil does lie want t 

Byuv. [tond ro7tgh voice) Your name's C'rusf— ain't itP 

Gbiut. Yes, and a preeioiiB hard cruat he be ! 

Siuu. {ailea7iciiig to him) Landlord of the 'ouee. Bays- 
water, West district ! Known in the wicinity as 'Olly-hock 
WiUar, ain't itP 

Oedsiy. {tiiappigJihi) What thenP 

Symm. Hakinij off )iie }i.eliiu}t and holding it before Um 
wiih bothlionds, and drcuminit liimtolf up sHffl/i/, n* in iht 
attitude of giving evidenee, while CiinsTy etares iit him wiA 
amatement) From hinformation received at the Polioa 
Station this morning, from a young woninn, cook Bud 
'Oueemaid in the Eorrice of the ouBe number one, Baya- 
wftter i and which young woman's hevidence is to ba 
depended on 

C»U8TV. Stop, stop! What young woman cau give aaj- 
information about me P 

Geimy. /can; and I've done it. This young man'a my 
cousin — one of 'em, and he knows what, yuvi wauta, and 
he's come to settle your busineas. 

8ruM. Just 80. You need some one to do for y<m [ it 

sort of female Hinspeclor. aa one may say, to ovorlaolc thtt 

bottom part oE the premises. Now, next to a I''lio^en,>— 

eie best person to see after thmgs in fbo kiUib«iir-<,wUOTi 

^emastec ain't able to get donn BtftUB,"] \i au'QM»fcV.wi^M. 

taai'B got a brother, or a son, or an 'iisijifiii, ot «. dowsm 
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in the P'lice force, (to Grimy) That's speaking plain, — 
ain't it P 

Geimy. O'course ! 

Symm. [gruffly) Of course ! (to Crusty) Well then, the 
prisoner having told me — I mean understanding you're in 
want of a respectable party to do for you, — all I've got to 
say is ^you're quite welcome to my wife. 

Crusty. What! 

Symm. (to Grimy) ThaVs straight forwards, — ainH it ? 

Grimy. O' course. 

Symm. 0' course. 

Crusty, (angrily) What does the fellow mean P I don't 
want any man's wife. 

Symm. I'll answer for mine being a comfort to any man. 

Grimy, (to Crusty) You'd hetter have her ! His wife's 
the very moral of me in everything ; so you'll have such a 
pair in the 'ouse as never was I 

Symm. Yes ; and besides, consider the advantage of 
having my missis ! 

Crusty. A policeman's wife for a housekeeper I 

Symm. There it is! From the day a p'liceman's \^ife 
enters your service, you'll never need to hunt for a p'lice- 
man I you'll be certain always to find one close at hand, — 
whether you wants him or not. 

Grimy. Only think o* that now ! 'Taint every one has 
such luck. 

Crusty, (aside) I shall choke with vexation I A helpless 
victim — in the hands of the police I (throiving himself bach 
in his chai/r.) 

Symm. (aside to Grimy, in his natural voice) D'ye think 
I've given him a fright ? 

Grimy, (aside to him) 0' course ye have. The very look 
on you's enough to frighten a7iy one ! 

Symm. Ahem ! (going up to table, and sitting on the edge 
of it — to Crusty.) Now that I've stated the case, your 
worship, — (I mean Mr. Crust,) you've only to wissue a 
summons for the party's attendance, and I'll go and pull- 
up my old woman directly. 

Crusty. Not for the world I keep your wife to yourself ! 
I'll have nothing to do with her ! 

Symm. P'raps you're afraid of having a lot of little 'uns 
swarming about the place, and creating a new-sense ; but 
there's no fear of that. My young 'uns is all out in the 
world, a-doing for theirselves, and comfortably settled in 
Ameriky. 

Crusty. Tm very glad to beax \\.\ 
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Gbiut. Yes, that's a bleseing ! I wish somebody 1 

settle we. 

Cbustt. I wish they would, with all my heart. 

Btmm. So, you see, you've only to mate up your __. 
to take my hoScr— (which you couldn't do a better t}uB^~ 
f or aff parties) and you'll find yourself thorougHlydanefar 

CausTT. I don't douht it, 

Gkimt. Ay, there'll bo ]iothing~'niiss'd out o' the psntiy 
then. None o£ your Joints will walk up the hainj sbepB, 
while fte's about. 

Stum, Just you think it over a bit, Mr. Cvuat, and 111 
look in agaiu by-and-byo ; I'ta always round this way Bt 
one o'clock, aa near na poasibJe. 

Gkimt. Ahem ! Dinner time. 

Symm. Then aRain, punct'illy, two minntea afore ;ltM. 

Gbimt. Ahem ! Tea time. 

Siuu. And, then you get me again at half-after nine, 

Gbiuy. Ahem ! Suppe^' time. 

Stmm, By which time I'm off duty for the night. If I'm 
wanted for anything between them hours, this young 
woman knowa where to find mo. 

Gkisu, (nodding her head) Yea ; all my cousins UtOT 
close by, 

CnusTY, (aside) Hiere's a wholo gang of 'cm, and ihia 
huaay'fl at the head of it ; I begin to feel all over— — 
whera's the brandy P {ketvms to tkeliltlalahle,fiU*9itta 
glagt th^ii slopi, e^zed with a stidden twinge nf pont, and 
pfitting down the bottle and glass on the hreahfaet table, ruht 
' hia leg) Ha, Oiere'a a twinge I 

Sthu. {emptying the glasH) Thankee, m'r. 

CacaiY. Ucilhattare of indignant eurprise) Well, upon 
my word 1 Help yourself. 

BiHH. {helping himself to anoilcr glass) You're vary 
kind, Ml'. Cruat. Hero's wis hin' yon out of your troubles. 
(dTWku) That's prime stuff, and does one good. 

Crusti. Why, yon brazen I've a gieat mlnil to 

vepoH you. 

SVMM. No port, thankye ; T prefers the brftntly. (siAtlng 
dmrii the glass) Good day t'ye, Mr. Crust; I'll go tunr. 
' You shall see me again shortly, nnd I'll bring my old 
woman with me. Your's is a comfortable iilaee in all n>- 
specta, and I shouldn't like her to lose it. (ekaehiiig GxiUT 
wuler the chin, and going l.) By-bye, my pretty cousta. 
Soa'tstir, I can find the door by mvacU. 
'" tEa;it L.. foIlowatW *"«■*, 
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Crusty. If I had known the cost of an advertisement in 
the Times, I should have saved my money and my qniet. 
What a state for an invalid ! There's a conspiracy against 
me, and I can only escape it by chloroform, (bawling) 
Grimy ! 

Gbimt. [entenng) Here I be. 537 is gone — and there's 
only 07ie left now, a-waiting in the passage, and there's no 
gittin* on her out. 

Ckusty. I won't see her ! 

Grimy. You must, (looking off l.) She's a-comin' up. 

Crusty. She shan't come in. 

Grimy. Who's to stop her ? 

Crusty, (making a desperate effort to rise) Oh, if I'd only 
my legs ! 

Grimy. But you 'aven't — and that's a mercy. 

Crusty. Ah, it's all up with me ! (he falls bach in his 
chair pulling his cap over his face,) 

Grimy. No, it's all down with ye ; but it's no use your 

gulling down the blinds, you can't blind your ears, (aside) 
fow for the little chicken ! (she beckons on Jessie, who 
enters timiidly, L., aside to her in a soft voice J Keep up your 
courage, ma'am, and don't be afeard. Your 'usband's 
outside. 

Jessie. Oh dear — I wish I hadn't come 1 You're sure I 
may venture, Grimy ? 

Grimy. What's to perwent you P Ain't we all perspiring 
agin him P Just you see if he doesn't melt down in no time. 
(she hides behind Crusty's easy chair, now and then nod' 
ding encouragement to Jessie, popping down, and up again, 
at intervals.) 

Jessie, (advancing timidly towards Crusty^ Ahem! 
Sir! Mr. — Crusty 

Crusty (gruffly y without stirring) Well P 

Jessie, (stepping bach in alarm) Good gracious ! 

Grimy, (mahing signs to her over the back of the chair) At 
him again, he's a great coward, (pops down again) 

Jessie (advancing towards Crusty again) I came to speak 
to you, sir — about — but I'm afraid you are angry, and I 
wouldn't offend you for the world. 

Crusty, (aside, pushing up his cap) Eh ? that's not a dis- 
agi'ecablo voice. Let's have a peep (he suddenly pulls off 
the cap and looks at Jessie — she curtseys) Come, I say, I 
rather like the looks of this one. She's at least of natural 
dimensions, (to her) So^ you want to speak to me, my little 
dear, do you ? 

JT^ssiE. Yes, sir, about the TaonacAv^ie^fev'^^^^vi. 
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CiivSTy. {»hai-]>lii) And yoa want to get it, eh P 

Jessie {retreatiii^, Jwrvoushj) No, air — yes, air — joat na 
yaa pleaBe. 

Cl(CSTY(asid^] She's a darling, {to her) Don't be fri^tened. 
pussy; IVe been Buffering fromtbe iiighUaarel I'Tahad 
thi'ee attacks in. three shapes of horrid yuriety, and my 
usual amiiLbility has had a ahoct. I'm rafher a guod old 
follow in the miiin. 

Jessie. I'm SKre you are, and I should very much like to 

GBiraTT. (shahitig hla head) Ah, old men aro rolhor harA 
Ui please. They like to bo coaxed — they like to have (Iw 
newspaper read to them all through of an evening. 

Jebsie. Oh, I like reading aloud — I know I Bhould suit 
you in that. 

Cbustt. Then, they're fond of a cosy chat by the fire- 
Bide, with a nice companion, just before supper, when all's 
quiet. But young women prefer at any time the sparks 
ont of doora to those in the parlour- grate, and so 

Jessie. Not all, sir. / prefer the comforts of home to 
the pleasures of the world. The family parlour would bo 
my kingdom, a chair in the chimney-corner my throne — ■ 
and busy as a hee throughout the day, I'll sit hy your Bid9 
ut night, and talk, or read, gr sing to yon, and roake yon 
as happy as I can. 

Ckusty. {ujilh detannmaiioii) Tbe busiiieSB is eetlted I 
Yes, yes, this is rather different from Mrs. Damper, and 
the balloon and feathers, {to j£3st£) You shan't go oat of 
this house any niore. I love you already ; it 1 don't — I'm 
a — hip-po-potamua ! (piiiiiny a bunch of heija from kU 

focJiet) Hero, take the keys of all the lock-upa in U« 
ouae, store-room and tea-caddie included. Buy what 
you like — spend what you like ; pop the miUiuBr's bill into 
the baker's book, and I'll stand it like a — like a married 
man ! {GBiMr steals off with a dancing etep through gar^on 

Jessie. Stop, air, you don't know half my rccommendft* 
tiotiB yet. I can tell stories capitally. 

Chusty. Oh, bless yoa, I shan't interfere with any part 
of a housekeeper's privihgea. 

Jbssib. But I want you to hear a story, which / think 
ia interesting. 

CirasTY. Tell awayl I'll listen, if it's as long 09 the 

Atlantic cable ! [hn kichg aimy tha fooi-rest ond fiiutneU, 
and mishiiig thi Juxetoclc loicurdt JuasiE, mvtioiit ftOJ* to tU 
(town) 
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Jessie. {sUtmg doton) Well, sir^— you must know— there 
was once a rich old gentleman — just like you 

Cbustt. {settling his collar) Ahem I Not so very old, if 
yon look close. 

Jessie. And he was a "bachelor — and had but one relation 
in the world. 

Cbtjsty, Lucky dog ! 

Jessie. A nephew^ whom he loved dearly. 

Ceusty. {rubbing his leg) Hah I there was a twinge ! 

Jessie. And the uncle and nephew were very fond of 
each other, and lived in the same house, and never 
disagreed. 

Crusty. Astonishing! 

Jessie. Now it so happened, that one fine morning, this 
young man got up very early, and went out ^to church. 

Crusty. Very proper. A very good young man. 

Jessie. Yes, sir ; and whilst he was there — he got 
married. 

Crusty. Married? 

Jessie. Yes, sir ; to a young girl — just like ine. 

Crusty. Sweet little article— detestable little hussy. 

Jessie. And his mar&Z^-hearted uncle, (as uncles always 
are) — 

Crusty. No, ma'am, they're not I 

Jessie. But in novels, sir ! 

Crusty. Oh, ay ; that's true. Uncles in novels are very 
different things from uncles in real life. 

Jessie. Well ; this young man's uncle turned him out of 
doors, and refused to have anything to do with him, or his 
poor little wife. 

Crusty. Um ! I've heard a story, something like this, 
hcjorcn 

Jessie. I daro say. Some uncles arc very bad. Few aro 
BO kind-hearted and loveable as you are. 

Crusty. (toJdng lier hand) Come a, little closer, my dear. 

Jessie. Weil, sir:; for twelve Icng weary months, poor 
Charles 

Crusty. Charles! 

Jessie. That^s the nephew^s name, sir ; poor Charles and 
his wife didn't know what to do to obtain forgiveness for 
their rash marriage ; till it stmok. Jessie, (that s the 101/0*8- 
name, sir,)—— 

Crusty. Very pretty name, Jessie. 

Jessie. Jessie, t^en, fancied that if sho could manage to 
get an interview with this terrible uncle, sho might 
perhaps succeed in winning his pardon for herself and 

c 



DOING UY VNOLX, 



1 



hoHband. So, one morning,— firat putting the I 

OausTY. There's ft baby too P 

Jessie. Tea; such a nice little thing! very ] .. 
tnamma, — and she's verjlika mc. (Cbusii: hissesber.) Bl«es 
me, Mr, Oru.aty I {riging.) 

CittraTT, I'm kissing the hahy, my dear. I like nice little 
things. 

Jessie. WeU, then, sir, to end the Gtory, — the wife did 
gain admittance to the uncle, — and he owned that he rather 
uked her, — (as you told ma jaat now) and — and — (Gbixt 
appea.Ti behind at garden door v>Uh CmjtLEn) the eiia of it 

Cbcbtt. Go on, my dear ; toJtat was the end of it ? 

Jessie, (droppiiu/ on her haees ivith earneitneit) &ha 
knelt down thus, — and clasping her hands ikue, — both ehe 
mid her husband who juat then came in, — (CtlASLEs tteob 
foneard oji tiptoe) cried out 

Geimt. (al the glaea-door] In a wcrry loud voice 

Jesmb" } *"*^ ^'^eeling \ Dear Uncle, forgive m I 

Ckusti. What ! {etiniinj tip from hit dtair in itmwcemeai. 
Grimy vanishee.) 

Jessie. Dear uncle, forgive us, and let me be jtntt 
housekeeper ! 

Cbdsti. Hj rascal of a nephew F 

Charles. Yes, sir, — and his rogaixh little wife. 

CkL'stt. (beriding down tojoarda tksm vnth hit handl m hi* 
iiiGW.) Tou are a pretty pair ! 

Jessie. Thank you, sir. 

Charles. I knew you'd say so, uncle. 

Ckustt, This, I suppOEe, iawhat you call, "Doing yoOT 
Uncle P " [thaking hta fief phiyfull'j at Jessie) Oh, yott 
little baggage I So, in spite of me, you've got into the 
house at tastt ! 

Chahl, Only to stay there aa long as yoa plea.':e. sir. 

jEsaiE. And only to go away, air, when you don't liko 
me any more. 

Cbusty. [railing her) Then it's likely you'C atop hero 
(or evor- 

CtiABL. And I too, bitP 

Ceusty. Get up, you scapegrace; I don't know. 
Bhan't divorce you yet. But as for you, my pretty Jc 
j-oa'U do; and I forgive you for having pleased me. ' 
jf^xhall remain i oud here are the Ic«]ji 
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Be^efUer Gbikt, carryi/ng the hahy in long clothes, L. 

Gbimt. And here's the haby, come in a cab by hisself. 
{gets to B. c.) 

Crusty. Oh ! I forgot that little addition. Well, well, 
in for a penny, in for a ponnd ; I'll take the baby into the 
bargain. 

Gbimy. You'll find him a good 'un. {pattiTig it on the hack) 
Thump him as hard as you like, and he won't cr^. 

Crusty. That's just the baby forme then, {tahina it from 
Gbiuy.) Come to my arms, soft image of thy momer. 

Gbihy. And a worry nice himage, too ! 

Obusty. Hold your tongue ! May'st thou be the founder 
of a long line of Hope/t«2«— counting no bachelors among 
'em ! For the man who wishes to know what true happi- 
ness is, must, firstly get a wife to make his house warm ; 
secondly f a handful of little olive branches to climb about 
him ; and, thirdly 

Symm. (still disguised as Mrs. Dahfeb, popping his 
liead in at garden door,) And lastly, a friend to help mm in 
his need ! 

Cbusty. {di'opping the hahy, which Gbimy fortunately 
catclies) Help ! murder ! there's that old screech-owl come 
back. 

Jessie. Pon't be frightened, sir, it's only a friend. 

Charl. (eagerly) A kind-hearted, gentle creature. 

Cbusty. Gentle P Oh, very. Turn her out, I say, 
there's nothing of the woman there ! 

Gbihy. {asiae, hugghuj the hdby) Di-at him, he'll say Fm 
no woman next I 

Cbusty. (retreaiing B. as Symhoks advances towards him) 
Keep ofE ! 

Symh. Know mo in my true character. 

Cbusty. I havon't the slightest desire. 

Bymm. Look at me in my natural state, (throvsing off 
"bonnet a/nd shawl and then tugging at the dress skirt), 

Cbusty. Woman ! What are you about P 

Byioc. {pullvna off the petticoat at Ubst) Getting rid of 
my feminme softness. And now, know me for myself ! 
Jack Symmons of Svmmon's Inn, learned in the law; your 
nephew's friend at all times ; a monthly nurse, on extra* 
ordinary occasions ; and a policeman for the benevolent 
purpose of — ** Doing my Uncle." 

Cbusty. What ! Were you the five hundred and thirtY- 
seven P 

Bymu, Fcs;, oU in one. 
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Chcsti. Zounda aEd the devil, liare'a beea a pretty con- 
spiracy. You were all in a plot against me. 

SlMM. Bveiy Olio of ua! This jouug conple told me of 
your wise project, and I resolved to put & Bamt^er on it. 

Cttusn:. Don't talk o£ it. 

OKiHr. {with a (/ciji) And they give tiie a eoVrin' to 
help 'em. 

CttvaTY, "Well, and ni give you anolhcr — (Gbtuy, cli:mpi»g 
(he haiby wndoi" her arm, tu!teii,dt her palm to /lini)— wuen I 
advertise for a Housekeeper again ! 

Syum. {leading Susan /onoard, who entert through glatt' 
iloor, still attired fl« Miss runsELOw) And here's aoothor 
conapirator who aaka forgiveness. This young woman 
has a mortal dislike to bachelors, — and means to make me 
a married man to-morrow. 

Cetjbtt. WhatP Hoop-de-dooden-do I 

SuSAS. (euii.aeyin.g retpeetfulhj) The same, eir ; but I 
mean to give-up tee hoop to-day, and wear the ring to- 



Crustv, Bravely resolved j and to shew the hatred I'n; 
beginning to feel, myself, towards all single men. — I'l 
stand the wedding-breakfast to-morrow for Jack 8 
and his bride. > 

SrMM, Three cheers for Mr. Crusty ! 

Geimt. (dandling the ialn ' " 
oake ! Won't it be savoury 1 

Ceubtt. I declare ye've frightened away my gout t— 
(heaHilg.) Oome along all of ye to the drawing-room, that 
I may put the future mistress of the eslablishmoat in 
formal possession. And I tniat all our friendii will approve 
my ohoicei and allow that Timothy Crusty is well euibod 
at last. 

SiMH. {clapping him on tJLo shoulder) Yes, — and suited 
toaT; and as I have contributed to the happy end, I 
hope I am entitled to my share of the pniisc. So is Susan i 
and I'm sure wo shall tasks a charming pair, and perhapa 
find an Uncle also 1 At all events, may every worthy young 
couple whoa hard pressed, not only find an uncle to bcdoue, 
but altio find a friend ready to help them in 

" DoiBG My Ukcle. " 
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Act 1.— Parlour in Crow's Farm Hotisd. 

Act 2.— Garden in Crow's Farm. 
In this Act is realized Calderon's celebrated picture of 
"BROKElf VOWS." 

Throe Months are supposed to elapse between Acts L and tL 

Period :— PRESENT TIME. 

Time in Rejyreseniation^-One Hour and Forty-five MinuXm» 



Cnow.— The usual dress of a substantial farmer, fOrd brecchei* and tdf ' 
boMts. 

Meuton. First Dress: Fashionable momihg suit. Second Dren: Bliet 
uitto, white vest, and hat band. 

jASi>RK. First Dress: Cord trowscrs, brown short-tailed coat, blue Tcltet 
waistcoat, scarl^-t necktie, and white hat. Second Dress: Blue frock coat, drab 
trousers, and billvcock liat. 

KoLAND. Faohionahlc morning suits. 
>}vrKM. Black, with white neck-tie. 

Co -s ELI A. First Dress: Travelling dress. Stcond Dress: light sflk, with 
hat or bniinrt. 
M.MiGAUET. First Dress : Lisht print tnmmeat \s\0\ \]\\x^»Y»\o?A v.Vn.^i'^^ 
Srrofid Dross: Violet velvet jacket, black UanA^excViiel ou\te»d^ Vibft %•»«% 
^f'rgsficcordiHgtoCald€rotCspxctwrt\ * _^ 
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"I irccO DO Ci c irii n ■■ 



ACT I. 

Scene. — The Parlour of Jeremy Crowds Farm House,-^ 
Large latticed window in fixity l. c, through which is 
seen the farm^ ^c, door in flat, c. — door, l. 2 e.— ci«p- 
boardj k. 3 e.— fireplace, R. The apartment is well 
furnished, yet with much of the farm-house style — chest 
of drawers, R. — looking glass, hanging r. — table with 
pens, ink, paper ^ ^c, R. c. — arm chair at back^ R. Ct— 
chairs r. and l. of table — table at back, l. 

Crow and Cornllia are discovered, the latter fashionably 

attired for travelling. 

Crow, [at table, r. c. — l. of table) Well, lass, you look 
well fed and thriving, and though I'm no judge of edica- 
tion, I dare say you're becoming quite accomplished like. 
Squire Merton has promised to send in a pianoforte, to 
fitand in that there recess ; so that you can practize your 
veryations and scaly things when you come home for a 
day or two. Let's see ! you're learning Italian — French— 
Jollick 

Cornelia, {putting on her bonnet before glass, r.) Logie 
—moral philosophy — deportment, and many other things^ 
papa. 

Crow. Papa ! that gets over me — papa ! That ever I, 
Jerry Crow, farmer, should be called papa! but I suppose 
it's all right, as I'm to have the presumptuous heir to a 
baronacy for a son-in-law. 

Corn. Has Ashley told you when that is to be, papa? 

Crow. As soon as his uncle, who inherited an asthma, 
and the rest of the entailed property, dies ; he objects to 
the squire marrying *' below par," as the pompous old 
aristocrat calls you. Now I consider edication is makings 
yon very much above pa, and ^Umg 'jom ^ot *^^ ^^vasiSk 
position to which a marriage wilV A.s\Afe7^'KS^.W3L^^^^^'^^'' 
will elevate you. 



CoRR. Well done, mon pere; but grammnr linrdly 
enmme ilfavt. How strange it seems tliough ; a young 
lady of uiy sge sent to Lonrding- school, and lioi- scliaoUiig 
paid by her husband timt is to be. 

Chow. It's only Uko buying the carcase of a house, 
and furnishing it to your own taato. 

CoKM. Olil now you've upset all by your coitrso- 
ness. 

Crow, {rising) Bless her; she's found out her lather's 
coarse. There's the first good effect of edication. But 
I'm nous-y, eh, Nell ? Many a man would have thrown 
up his cams with such n hand as mine ; but I've played 
on, and kept up the impression that I was rich in trumps. 

Corn. But you are rich, papa, arc yon not ? 

Crow. Sit down, Nell ; it's only right you should 
be undeceived, {thei/ sH) I'm in Quticr-sti'oct, and that'i 
the truth. 

Corn, (r.) Queer- street I whore's that? 

Chow. (a.c.)l'mno(rich;tobcsurolhavothereputalion 
of farming my own freeliold, and I haven't felt bound to 
tell people that my farm has been for tnany years mart- 
gaged to its full value, so that in fact if I was wound up 
I couldn't go on. 

CoKN. Vou astonish me 1 I have boasted to all onr 
young ladies, that you owned the largest farm in ths 
county. 

Crow. Well, you cftn still boast ; it does no harm. If 
I can hut get my two girls well married, I sliall havo 
reaped the crop for which I have tilled ; and then, if my 
rich sons-in-law wou't hack mo up, I must disgrace them 
by being sold up. 

Corn. Oh, horrible 1 it will disgrace me, papa. 

Chow. Of course it will, and very soon too, unless I 
ean borrow two thousand pounds to payarrcars of interest; 
and that's what I call being in Queer -dtreet. 

Corn. Do you not know anybody who might, ( 
would or should lend you the money? , ' 

Cnoir. Only one, and he might, coi\ld, aud WOB^ 
CoBY. Who fa that ? 
Onoiv. Jasper Pidgeon. 
Cojtx. The carpenter? 
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Crow. The carpenter. His uncle has died abroad 
and left him considerable property, when he didn't look 
for a shillings for his brother Roland was the old man's 
favourite — ^brought up by him as a gentleman with 
expectations — but, by George, he doesn't get a blessed 
fraction. 

Corn. And have you asked that simpleton, Jasper, to 
doit? 

Crow. I have ; but to use his own unedicated words, 
he " didn't seem to see the pull !" The truth is, I have 
no security to offer. 

Corn. Then it's a hopeless case ? 

Crow. No, it isn't, if your sister Meg will assist me ; 
the fellow is head- over- ears in love with her. 

Corn. Plebeian individual ! Dear papa, you would 
never think of espousing her to a mechanic? {rising) 

Crow, [rising) There you go ! there you go I I don't 
want her to " espouse" him, as you call it ; but if we could 
only get her to let him suppose that he might be an 
accepted beau, I am sure he would readily buy my 
consent by the loan I want. 

Corn, (r.) Margaret doesn't care anything for him, 
does she ? 

Crow, (l.) Lord, she so full of coltish skittishnessi 
plaguing the poor simpleton out of the little sense there 
is in his glue-pot of a head — in fact, Jasper Pigeon is 
Meg's diversion ! 

Corn. Then, we must persuade her it would be a good 
joke to let him think she^sJiancSe to him. 

Crow. Feeamcy? Oh, I know what you mean- 
humbug him to any extent I Hush ! here she is. 

Meo, with a basket of eggs^ runs in dfpor, r. 

Meg. (down, c.) Fourteen eggs this morning I wliere's 
Corny ? Ah, there she is, as large as life, {puts down her 
hat and basket on table, R.) Oh, you dear, pretty fine lad) 
of a sister, how thorough-bred you look ! Going away 
again to school ? — ^ha, ha^ to school I " A was an archer 
and shot at a frogl" \VYia\!& ^x^vilOcv. W 1\^^'^ X^^>i^ 
masculine or feminine ? ^u^yi ^x \sv^, ^\^:iin ^v^^x^Nas^i 
Miottf or .I'll complcuu t^ Tg\ix Ux^u^\a»s5w^^ 
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MEO'a DIVEHSION, [AOT 1. 

Corn, (r.) Oli, Margaict, don't he bo ob3treperou3. 
Meg. (c.) There's a word I oh my !— obstreperooft^ i 
Father Cftlls it " obsti-oparous," don't you, daddy? < " 
Corn, He'a most in dia criminate in liis vowela. 
Crow, (laide, l.) Now my vowels am't right I 
Corn, (fo AIeo) ^ow friuale you a 



roiwV I 



1 we are again — '^Jrisolel" Paries 
Francaia? qu'esl-ce que c'est toujours jamais paddy-whaekf 
H&I ha I ha! give us all French, oi- all English, Corny. 

Crow. Don't be so infomally flighty I 

Meg. There, that's English — such as it is — but what's 
the matter, Corny, dear? you look out of sorts; don't 
mind me; I won't hejrtvole if you don't like it, for I do 
love my sister, and admire her too! Forgive my nonaoaae,. 
won't you, dear? (kisaei her) 

Crow, (l,) Lord bless you, Meg, she doesn't mind, no 
more do I ; we have just been splitting our sides about 
your cracking your Jokes oa Jasper Pidgcon, I do enjoy 
It, and that's the truth. 

Meo. (c.) Poor Jasper ; but doesn't he take it good- 
naturedly? What do you think. Corny? The oilier day I 
pinned a duster to his coat-tail, and as he went homo tlio 
boys began to shout " wbat a tail our cat's got," and 
then he found it and hunted the boys for having put it 
there — I was never Eusjiected, hal ha! 

Corn. I'ra told he has apenckait for you. 

Meq. PenchantI The idea of Jasper having a French 
sensation. Well, I think he is fond of me. Ob, I could 
have a lover if 1 liked, as well as my lady sister. 

Corn, (r.) It would he exquisite diversion to make him 
believe you loved him. 

Cbow. (l.) It would, and that's the truth; for (h« 
impudent fellow told somebody the other day, wlio ( " ' 
me the day after, thot love was like water to yoB, .1 
your heart was like a duck's back. 

Meo. Well, you know, t!io diick's back was clever. 

Crow- But he needn't have called you nurblc — DO^ 
bj-thc-bye, "stone" was the word; ho said yoa was \ 
jTooioua stone. • 

JHfa. Does r/jojoungslamlcrcr t(i\kot mo\i\V\i»V' 
ae siiaU liaro tho stono bnck ogavvu TA — ~ 
W/ere tittt I'm dyiag of lov» for hito. - 
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Crow. Ha, ha ! and let him suppose that I set my face 
against it; eh, Nell? 

Corn. Yes, to see what the simpleton will do. 

Meg. Oh, he's not such a simpleton as you think ; he 
can give a rub if he likes ; but he'll take anything from 
me, and would it be quite right to take advantage of that 
weakness ? 

Crow. Pooh, pooh, it will take him down a peg, if you 
just keep up the game for a week or two. 

Corn. Yes, do, .and write, me full particulars. I shall 
enjoy the fun as much as though I were here to see it 

Meg. Poor Jasper ! 

Crow. He deserves it — ^you know that. 

Meg. He has a very tender heart, I know that. 

Crow. Hang it, Meg I don't go and really fall in love. 

Meg. Oh, no fear of that. 

Corn. Now do it to oblige me ; there's a darling. 

Meg. I will, Corny ; I'd do anything in the world 
for you. 

Corn. Stone as you are? 

Meg. The monster, to set about such a report as 
that ! I'll have no mercy on him. 

Crow. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, Meg, does cheer me up 
with her frolics, and that's the truth. 
^ Meg. Yes, dad ; I'm so *^/nyofe," ain't I ? (a loud 
^ single knock at door in flat, which makes them start) 

Crow. Bless us, and save us ! 

Corn. Bon Dieu ! 

Meg. It's Jasper ; he always knocks as if he'd thrown 
a brick at *^ door, [opens door in flat) 

Jasper ^gpsttnti in his holiday suit^ holding a pared in 

his hand. 

Mei^ igf^figge^ b. c.) Oh, what a swell I 

jAtftv PI stagey c.) Out for the day. D'ye like this 
style? 

Meg. How genteel I 

Jasp. Well, it's neat and unpresuming, isn't it? Oh^ 
lor! ihere*8 Misa Cornelian, 1 4eci\at^\ Vsoe* do-wauXaVw^ 
M.C. — Meq remains up, k. c.) 'Poivxay ^ot^'^^'ss!^ ^a^'Jf 
Mee you, Miaa Crow, aenior 'i you dou'tV>^V^ Vi^«»* 
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as you used to. Of course you're still delicate and Udy* 
like ; but I mean you look fresh and wholesome. 

Corn, (u.) Wholesome — the idea ! 

Jasp. No, I don't mean you look -wliolesoinc, but- 
(dropa pared] I beg your pardon, that's a little present 
for — (sees Citow and crosses over to him, l. c.) How are 
you, governor? « 

Ceow. (l.) I'mgladtoBecyou, Jaaper. {shaka hands— 
Jahpek drops parcel) 

Jasp. (l. c-} Then it's lucky I dropped in — isn't it? 
I say, somebody important lias arrived. (^puU parcel on 
table at back, l.) 

Meg. (r. c., up stage) So it seems. 

Jasp. No ; I mean — who do you think has come doHG 
to stay with me ? Why, brotiier Koly 1 Such a noble- 
looking fellow ! his moustachios alone command respect — 
at right angles with his nose, bless you — d la Bemperor. 

Meg. Like pussy's whiskers. 

Jasp. And such a gift of tiie gab — there — tab-about 
flowency — but it's the style, mind yoal 

CoBN. (b.) Dislinguif 

Jasp. (r. c.) Distinctly I And he's a perfect Tower ot 
Babel in languages : why there was an Italian organ- 
grinder came before the Avindow this morning, and to 
heat the no-mistaky way in which Koly directed him, in 
hie own language, to go to the — I beg pardon, ladlas, J 
was going to say, the devil, {crossa to e. c.) 

COKN. Ohl 

Jasp. Devil-o is wbat bo called it, Miss Coraelii 

Corn, My name is Cornelia, 

Jasp. Ah I so it is ; though why and whei 
never cduld gncss. 

Meg. (iu/(o has eonie down, l. c.) She was named 
the necklace her godmother gave her, of course. 

Jasp. Well, my godfather gave me a silver spoon, 
they didn't ehrialon me " Spoony." 

Meo. No ; your sponsors didn't do the correct thing; 

J^ap. Correv.ci Now, that's sourcauatic; but I don't 

'^d jroUf Meg — you're always gWrng mc ». i!\£- "jls 

yitwhcn Rohud. comeal — telt sAio*! VioV-*-** 
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Crow, (l.) Well, bring liim here to amuse us. 

Jasp. (r. c.) Oh I he's not particular as to his company : 
I'll bring him. 

Corn, (r.) And the moustache recherche ? 

Jasp. Ah I your remarks are French polished — a cut 
above me that ; though tllis morning I partly translated 
a Scotch song into Latin. 

Meg. (l. c.) Who said " learned pig" ? — that's very 
rude! 

Jasp. (expostulating) Now, governor 

Crow. I didn't say it ; but bless us and save us — a 
carpenter learning Latin ! 

Meg. The learned gentleman of the bench. 

Corn. Favour us with your chanson in the dead 
language. 

Meg. Dead ! Yes, if Jasper sings, he'll murder it. 

Jasp. Go it, Meg I Well, I saw in a book that corpus 
was Latin for ** body," so it immediately occurred to me 
to adopt it to music, {sings) 

" Gin a corpus meet a corpus, coming through the rye, 
Gin a corpus kiss a corpus, need a corpus cry." 

[all laugh — Meg crosses at back to r. c. — Crow goe$ 
up to window) 
Well, that's the way Miss Cornelian speaks French. 

Meg. {aside to Cornelia) There, I told you he could 
give a rub. 

Crow. There's Mertori waiting to escort you to the 
coach, Nell. 

Jasp. (l.) Talking about him reminds me to lell you 
that I made an investment yesterday. 

Crow, {at table, r. c.) You mean that you bought 

a new waistcoat, or 

Meg. (r. c.) A straight- waistcoat. 
Jasper, {expostulating) Now, governor. 
Crow.- {pointing to Meg) She said straight-waistcoat— 
go on. 

Jasp. You know Eytcm, of the firm of Pepper and 
Gulp, the Exeter lawyers? — yi^W, \v^ ^oo^fc^ \si ^o\^ ^iss^ 
says he's got Mrs. NetweWa \\\.l\fe ^^\.?A.^ V^ %€^ VstSic^^ 
^p»«And pound— dash' d iU ^a^x^; X ^'^wV\\^^^^^ ^^*^^ 
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Mbo. Who aftid " fools and their money ?" 

Jabp. (l. — ewposliilali'y) Now, goverDor ! 

Ckow. [comiii'j down, c.) I tUtlii't Bay so ; but, my lajt, 
I think you've put your foot in it. 

Jasp. No, I shan't even put my foot in it ; for I solj 
it to-day for four thousand — ha, ha ! Had you there, 
governor ! "Who do you think bought it ? 

GoBH, 8ome madman, I should think. 

Jasp. {crossimj to l. c.) Yes, yoiir lover, Ilaahl^ 
Mutton, Esquire. 

CoEN. " Ashley Merton," if you please, sir. 

Cnow. {l. — t'j Jaspek) How ciueor you are 
Towels I 

Jasp, Now, governor — well, a thousand clear BhEm*! 
such a bad spec, eh ? 

Crow. Ah I luck's better than brains ; but I think 
Ashley has acted rashly. 

CoBN. The estate's join ; he knows what he is about, 
*papa. But I musn't keep him -woitiug, Bon jour, 
Mr. Pidgeon. {imiile to him) Don't tiiJle with poor 
Margaret. 

Jasp. Eb ? 

CoBN. (ijoes to Meg, r. c.) Margeret, 
shall see you again iu a month. Don't cc 
dear ; the young ladies are such quizzes. 

Meg. (b.) Ah ! you're ashamed of homely Meg — ^i 
I don't wonder at it ; but they cjin't qiiizz my own uistor, 
she's better than any of them — (lasses heiy — good bj 
darling t 

Crow, (m hick, puttinri on h'lt, and tnhln^ vp 
box) I'll see you on to the road. 

GoBH. (luiilc to Meg) Don't forget your divei 

Exeunt Crow inui CoftNELiA, door injlta, 

Meo. (a. c.) Isn't she a pretty creature ? 

Jasp. (l, c.) "Well, I'm not given to soap, orl'dyonture 

Opon saying I know a prettier (fetching jinrcdfrom ttihlt 

at hiich, L.J Now, look here, Meg; I've been and took tha 

! liberty of haying yon a shawl — (gicet parcel) — 'cause in 

^^^ea eier wind oa Easterly Su nday^yittwotaAjiM^il^ 
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Meg. Ah ! you think me as cold as a stone, do you? 

Jasp. Put the thing aside — don't undo it till I'm gon^ 

Meg. {puts it in drawer^ R.) How am I ever to return it , 

Jasp. Return it — ^nonsense — keep it ! 

Meg. {coming forward, R. c.) I'm sure the shawl will 
increase the warmth of my feeling, but you don't expect 
it will make me love you, do you ? 

Jasp. (l. c.) Oh, no ; I'm liot such a fool as that comes 
to ; you're too superior an article for me, and I know it— 
you don't care two- pence for me, and I know it — and if I 
love you, Meg, it's because I can't help it, in spite of all 
your sky-larking. 

Meg. Oh, Jasper ; I'm not stone ! 

Jasp. Yes, you are, Meg — a precious stone. 

Meg. You don't believe I've a heart for anybody. 

Jasper, {with a little emotion) Yes ; when Mr. Wright 
comes, I shall have the — the undescribable pleasure of 
seeing him walk off with you, and I only hope that 
Wright will be up to the mark, and make you a good 
husband. 

Meg. Oh, go along, now, do ! Don't say such things, 
don't ! Jasper, I care for nobody in the world but you ; 
I'm a weak, foolish girl, I know, but your charms have 
conquered. 

Jasp. My what? 

Meg. Don't you see that I adore you? 

Jasp. Meg! 

Meg. Now despise me I It's like all the men— as 
soon as they know a poor girl dotes on them they 
trample them under foot, {she pretends to cry^ and sits, r,) 

Jasp. You — you take my breath away ! Don't joke— • 
don't joke with me, Meg, pray don't. 

Meg. Joke I There you go ! — that's right 1 — ^trample 
on me-r-dance on my tenderest feelings— accuse me of 
joking, do I 

Jasp. You mean to say you — oh, lor \ — 1-love me ? 

Meg. Oh, don't I ! 

Jasp. And I ignorant 

Meg. No doubt of it. 

Jasp. Look here, Meg. "You %x^ \.^q ^^^Wa^^^^^^ 
A poor follow who "worslaiipa \5a^ ^xovvm^ l^'^ ^"^ ^^^^ 
Bay you love me in thioo ytoi^.^^ wv^\'^'^^^^"''^^'=''^ 
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Meo, In three words — don't I love you ! No, tliBt'« 
four. Never mind — keep in " don't." But wlijr did I 
tease you bo, Jasper, if 1 didn't? — answer me that 
[riles and comes forward, it. C.) 

Jasp. "Well, if that's a prod.' of love, I'm oonvinced 
on the spot. But, Meg — dear Meg,' you never gave me 
the faintest hint. 

Meo. Decause I tliou^iit father would never consent. 

Jasp. And do you think he will now ? 

Meg. I don't know — ask him. 

Jasp. I will. Lord! it gives me stt(;h a palpitation, 
because it's come on me in sucli a clap-of-lightning way : 
I've often gone so flu- as to dream of you ; but I never 
dreamed to such a pitcli as to — oil ! may I — excuse me if 
it's coming it too strong — may I mortise our little 
understanding with a — excuse me for giving it a. name — 

Meg. Oh, I couldn't ; 'pon my word, I couldn't. Fll 
bank it for yon till father consents: you may kiss the 
back of my hand, if you please ; it's just fis good, [offen 
her hand] 

JiBP. Well, that's a matter of opinion; but I've a 
lively imagination, so upon these lips, {kissinij her hand) 
whicli matter- of-faet people would call fingers, I fiwear 
you've made me as happy a3 any fellow eau be, without 
going ramping mad. 

Meg. {going to cupboard., n.) Won't you take soma* 
thing after your fright? Have a glass of wine. 

Jasp. I will, and pledge myself to you. A glass of win* 
from your hands is something to smnek my own lips over. 

Meg. {fills glass and gives it) Make haste I here's 
father coming. 

Jasp. (c.) I was going to make a few pla — pre— Umi- 
nary remarks 

Meg. Make haste I 

Jabp. [lips it of) Bah— booh— phit I Why 
vinegar I (crosses over tu fireplace, B., spilling) 

Meg. {smelling the butlle) Oh, lor I so it is. Forgiri" 
me — forgive me, Jasper — my own one I I have dune lor 

_ Jasp. (a.J TTo, bnt you've pWWei m*); \»iA 5 
A'tJa't do it on purposQ did vou! J 
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Meg. (l.) Oh, Jasper I can you think me sucli a stone ? 

Jasp. It wouldn't be the first trick you'd played me : 
but I don't think you'd do such a thing now. (Meg 
replaces bottle and glass in cupboard — Jasper crosses to l.) 

Enter Crow, door in flat. 

Crow. There, I've handed Nell over to the care of 
her lover; no doubt he's bursting to say some tender 
things, for a lover's mouth is full of sweets — isn't it, 
Jasper ? 

Jasp. (l.) Well, there's a slight acidity about mine. 

Crow, (c.) Ah, but you arn't a lover. 

Jasp. That's all you know about it, governor. 

Grow. Meg, you've my secretary ; drop a line to Eytem, 
the lawyer ; say he shall hear from me next week — that's 
all ; here's pen and paper. 

Meg. All right, dad. {taJces paper, ^c, crosses to l., 
and speaks aside to Jasper) Speak now, dear, dearer, 
dearest Jasper ! speak forcibly — ^put it strong, {smothers 
her laughter, and exit l. door) 

Crow. (r.c.) Soh, young Pidgeon, you've got possession 
of your property ? 

Jasp. (l. c.) A decent slice of It. But, upon my word, 
I can't help feeling for poor Roly ; my conscience won't 
let me sleep if I don't do something handsome for him. 

Crow. Pooh, pooh ! if your brother's a dashing fellow, 
he'll find a rich wife ; as for you, keep your money, and 
f/ou can afford to marry who you like — think of that ! 

Jasp. No, I couldn't; because, put it this way — 
suppose her father wouldn't make himself agreeable in 
the matter ? 

Crow. Money is a strong argument to the parential ear. 

Jasp. Then let it argufy with 9/ou, governor. I love 
Meg \ There, it's out ! 

Crow, {retreating, r.) What! 

Jasp. And she loves me. (Crow approaches him) Stop, 
stop — don't kick me out just yet. She's as dutiful as she 
is beautiful, and won't give me any encouragement with- 
out your consent. 

Cbow^ (takes chair, and sits, l^* ^^^ ^^ «80^^ *^ 

0uppoge jTQU are ©ow a^fevig it? 
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Jabp. Down as a hammer ! Draw it mild, there's » 
gnod governor, I feel as if I was waiting for «D 
enlightened jury to bring in a verdict of life and death. 

Cuow. {folding his arms) Now, look you here, Pidgoon. 
That gill is the Rpple-pip of my eye. I have had liop«( 
that lihe, like her sifiter, might pair off with a aristocrai; 
she ought to, and tliat's the truth. Now you coolly a«k 
me to give up tlioae hopes and band her over to you— 
you aak it, who denied me a loan, a paltry assistance 
which would relieve me from much anxiety. Now, that 
refuBul of yours sticks in my throat. 

Jasp. [getting cliair, and tilting, u c.) "Well, if that la 
the obstacle to your swallowing me, governor, cough it 
up nt once. You see, lending to Jack, Tom, or Bill ia 
one tiling, but lending to the individual we are expecting 
to call father is another. 

Crow. Never shall it be said that I Bell my child for 
3, paltry two thousand pound 1 

Jasp. Certainly not I and never shall it bo said that I 
buy Meg, You shall have the paltry two thouaand, 
governor, whether you coijmo* or no. 

Crow. Your generosity knocks me off ray legs, {rising) 
Setting money out of the question, I will not oppose 
your visits. 

Jasp. [rising) Then I lend the money, and you consent ; 
but there a neither buying nor selling. 

Ceow. {shakes hands) Your hand — when can I h»va 
the money ? 

Jasp. (l. c.) The paltry two thouBand? WheneTcr you 
like. When can I have Meg? 

Crow, (r. c.) Whenever she likes, I won't interfera 
in her arrangements. Hero she is— don't say anythiDl 
to her about the money, or she'll fancy she's sold. 

Jasp. D'ye take mo for a fool? 

Crow, (b., aside) I do. 

Enter Meg, from door L., mlk a k'tler 
in tAe other, which she concfala behind lier. 

Msa. (crossing al ftacfc) Dal,V6M's-30>B\ft\V«i^] 
*/ JAapBA ieckow Act— ehe come*, ©."^ 
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Jasp. (l.— «5«df« to Meg) Done it — right as a plummet! 
Oh, Meg, what a happy day this is for me. (goes up) 

Crow. (r. — aside to Meq) Meg, you've done it, right 
as a trivet !— keep it up — rare diversion I (Ckow goes up 
stage) Now 111 post this, and meet Squire Menon, who 
■will most likely cdme back with me. {aside to Jasper — 
who is up stagcj l.) Let me have the — humph — in a hour. 

Jasp. {aside to him) Oh, the paltry two — all right ! 
Exit Crow, door in flat — Jasper comes forward^ l. 
Meg — i may go so far as to say, my Meg now — it's done I 
he has consented — we may consider ourselves engaged. 

Meg. (r. c.) Oh, isn't it nice when you come to think 
cf it ? Whatever is the matter with your coat behind ? 

Jasp. (l. c.) Rumpled? 

Meg. No, your collar's sticking up; such a fright: 
turn round, and I'll put it down, {she pins on his collar a 
paper on which is written in large print letters "Engaged") 
Keep still ! there, that's evidently better — anybody can 
see that. 

Jasp. Mind, I shan't tell anybody I'm engaged yet. 
(turns with his hack tc the audience) 

Meg. No, there's not the slightest occasion. - 

Jasp. Not even Roly, though I'm sure he'll be as 
pleased as Punch to think I am so lucky ; and I really 
don't know what there is in me for a girl like you, who 
could have picked from the whole parish, to take a fancy 
to ; but if ever I play with your feelings, Meg, then I 
hope I may lose you ; and that's as much as saying, I 
wish I may die. May I draw the foresaid kiss out of 
the bank now ? 

Meg. Wait till interest accumulates. 

Jasp. Then it must be at compounded interest, because 
I could make use of any amount just now. (Roland 
appears at window in flat) Oh, lor ! here is brother Roly. 

Roland, {outside^ at window) Soh, I've found you, 
have I ? Ah, in good company too. (Jasper rum and 
opens the door) 

I 

Roland enters and comes dov^n^ u. 

Pardon my intrusion, Miss Book i 

J^8P. (g.) CfQw, Roley, Crqxrl 
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Eomo). I would if I could ; but I can't. 

Jasp. This is Misa Margnret Crow, the youngest 
daughter of Famicr Crow, Esquire. (Eoi.AKn bows) 

Meg. (it., curlsei/s) At your servieo, Mr. Turtle. 

RoLANB, {crosses to c.) Turtle I My name is Pidgeon. 

Jasp. (l.) Lordl dou't you see that's her fun, Roly? 
You'll relish it when you got as Boaaoned as I am. 

Roland. Oh, we'll get used to one auother, never 
fear; she'll iind I'm as fondofjokingae she is. (to Msa) 
You must take me over the farm ; shew me tlie pigs and 
chii^kens, [live oggs and bacon) — Limbs skipping about the 
fields — suggestive and poetical — makes one dream of 
mint Eance, Daphne and Fhillis, green peas and gravy, 
to say nothing of pastorals Buggestcd by the pretty 
guide I (sinffs) 

" Father a a farmer, air, slie B.iid — sir, she said." 
" I'm glad that I came liere, my pretty maid 1" 
■ Mec. {smffs) " Nobody axed you, sir, she said 1" 

Jasp. {aside to Kor.AKn) That's good, isn't it? I told 
TOtt she was sliaip, didn't 1 ? {crosses to c. — aside to Mas) 
He's clever, isn't he ? 

EoLAHD. (l,, aeeinff paper on Jabper' b hack) HoUoa, 
Jasper, you're engaged, are you? 

Jasp. (c., titrninij sharply round) How do you know 
that? Did you read it ia the newspuper? 

HolAmd. Yes ; in iv back inipressioii. 

Jasp. {asidp. to Meg) Isn't he artful ? {tt, 
You read it in my phiz mahogany, I suppose ? 

BoLAMD. And behind your biiok, 

Ja6p. lia! ha! belimd my back — a queer direction I ' 

RoLAKD. Yo-s, it is a queer direction. 

Jasp. (c.) Well, you've hit the right iinil on the head, 
anyhow, [aside to tlKC.) I think we may na well tell 
him. (to IIoland) Your sngacity, brother, is Komething 
marvellous. I am engaged, and I'm pioud to say to this 
dear girl — though muTu 1 'cause we don't want it ' 
yet ; friends arc apt to make a joke of it. 

SoLAND. (l.} Yob; it's so deuced kind of frienc 
ilui^ Isn't it? 
Jasp. (c.) JDnn't bottle up yoni ewiolitmi 
emtahte a fdhw, ivou't you ? 
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Roland. To be sure. The Pidgeons ouglit to feel proud 
of the marked distinction conferred on one of the family, 
though I shan't forget, on some future opportunity, to pick 
a crow with the young lady. 

Jasp. Pick a crow — that's good; but, considering' we 
are Pidgeons, I would say, avoid jocularity about names ; 
you know, Roly, people might call us 

Roland. Carrier pigeons, 

Jasp. (c.) Or knock us down, and call us tumblers. 

Meg. (r.) Oh, I don't see any harm in a jest. 

Roland, (l.) Nor in making a man a jest book ? 

Meg. Some people have a peculiar talent for spoiling 
jokes. 

Roland, {crossing to c.) Well, I won't spoil one; 
retaliation is my system, and I can be most unmerciful — 
even to a pretty girl. 

Jasp. {to Meg) He's down on you, because you cailed 

Lim Mr. Turtle. Give it him again, Meg, while I just 

jrun home to get something I promised the governor. I 

shan't be long. Don't be afraid of Roly ; he's playful, but 

there's no vice in him. 

Running up^ c, and off^ door in flat, 

Roland, (l. c.) And will you suffer him to go like 
that. Miss Crow ? 

Meg. (r. c.) He's not such a simpleton as to mind a 
joke. 

Roland. But, evidently, your object is to make every- 
body think him a simpleton. 

Meg. Oh, goodness ! pray don't make a crime out of 
such a trifle. 

Roland. No ; but I fear that is not the worst of it. 
Ho considers himself engaged, does he not ? 

Meg. That's the joke. 

Roland. Oh, that's the joke ! But you don't consider 
you are engaged? 

Meg. How absurd I Of course not. 

Roland. Now, that is no joke; tearing tliat inscription 
{com his heart —simpleton as ^o\x \\3Xx^Vvc&.--^«^'^ '^'^ 
bim more pain than tearing t\i^\a\:i^i^^'«^^'^^^^^* 

Meg. What a supeiioT Snn^?^.^ ^^<^0l \8i^^^'«' " 
would make. Do give m^ a. \^?»SiQix% 
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BoLAND. (aside) I vill; and one joa won't < 
forget _ 

Me<]. People trho can't tell jest from earnest deserve ti 
be played upon, 

KoLAKD. Oh, you think so ? Well, shake hands ; I 
won't be angry. Something convinces me that whoever 
is lucky enough to catch you, ought to be a happy fellow; 
but poor Jasper is not the man. Now, we are friends, 
arc we not ? 

Meq. If you please ; and I liope you won't think ma 
cruel to your brother, for I do like him, and I'll heg his 
pardon — you sec if I won't. My making him believe wo 
were engaged, was more to divert my slater than myself. 

Roland. Oh, your sister; she's at Madame Blancbe'a 
seminary, isn't she ? I knew madame in Paris, and meatii 
when I have time, to look ber up in Exeter ; and — who 
knows? — I may there have the pleasure of making your 
water's acquaintance. 

Meo. Such a dear girl ! Now she is a girl to admire if 
you like ; but recollect, you mustn't f " ' 
nr Squire Merton will shoot you like a jiartridge. 
'.alk of the 
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Mehton passes windoio and enters door it 
Mert. {down, c.) Your servant, Miss Exuberant.* 
Wait here for your father, who is taking stock of hty 
turkeys, and requires your assistance. (Curns and seet 
Roland) Roland 1 

Roland, (l.) Soli, Philosopher Merton, you have not 
fcrgotten your comrade of the Boulevard? 

Meq. (k.) Why, Mr. Merton, you never said you knew 
Jasper's brother, but since you are acquaintances, I'll 
leave you together, while I go and sec what little 
turkeys are hatched. Suns off, door in fiat, 

Mert. (r. c.) You know, I imagine, what sort of 
fcoting I am on hero? 

Roland, {l. c.) About to amalgamate with the Crow 
SuBily, eh ? 
Mbrt. Well, thtLt will not be a, SAvtptXw \ra -soxi, -li^ j 
AnuM-oyiavounfe theory— begin at iWtosiivnvft^ 
ro to ^pcak. I found in Miss Cto-w a ^iM»tl 
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uncultivated indeed, but untampered with, and I conceived 
the project of forming it after my own theory. Why 
should not the female brain be braced by tonic education 
to masculine tension ? {sits R. of table) 

Roland, {sits l. of table, r. c.) But her heart 

Mert. I should wish my wife^s heart trained, so to 
speak, even as my steed is trained to its manage — as I 
would break a horse, so would I break my w>fe's heart 

Roland. What? 

Mert. I mean break in her heart, and break in her 
head; perhaps that's ambiguous — I merely mean that her 
thoughts and affections, should, with the loadstone's ver- 
ticity, turn ever to me as her guiding point. 

Roland. Sublime in theory, ridiculous in practice I 
Iiove is the only professor who can teach — ^what do you 
call it ? — verticity. Has she any love for you ? 

Mert. Well, I fancy even that I am creating ; and as 
one tests a gun before purchase, so I should like to prove 
her heart. 

Roland. Yes, I've heard of such things as bursting 
liearts. 

Meet. An experimental idea strikes* me ; you are per- 
sonable enough for my purpose : do me a service — profesa 
love — test her for me, will you ? 

Roland. An eccentric request, but when I see this 
spirited lady, I'll try if she's above proof, though I have 
first a little affair of my own with the saucy sister : she 
has turned my brother into public ridicule, and I mean to 
revenge the family insult lege talionis. 

Meet, {rises) Serve her right! Why e\en I, Ashley 
Merton, am not secure from her rustic satire. Your 
brother, whom I believe to be a very worthy youth in his 
station, though, (by the-bye, he annoys me by calling me 
" hashed mutton," which I wish you'd correct him of—) 
your brother and I have had a transaction to-day. 

Roland {forward, l. c.) He bought Mrs. Netwell's 
estate. 

Mfrt. (l. c) And I have g\veTi\v\m^^wv^'»s.\^'5^jsj^ 
for bis bargain. Novr, vrby 4\il 4o ^^"^ 

BoLAm. Sccause you co^^V^Si ^wx ^^v^'^ssss 



Mebt. Because I am not satisfied witti the Iioufieeieotcd 
by my aiieeslors. I wish to build — to design — to creati) 
(bo to speak) an edifice fur tnj'self. 

EoLAND. Tliett why didn't you buy of Mi-s, Netwell? 

Mert. Simply because i^be would not sell her land to 
me. The fact is, tho Tiitr widow aud I are not on a coni' 
meroial footing since it has become known thtit I «m 
modelling Cornelia Crow to be Mistress of Mevton Hnll. 
Well, I confess that I did previously entertain some id«i 
of elevating Mrs. Nctwell to that post, an<l slie is not 
without qualiticntions; but a widow, j>ithl Had she bccD 
ft widow ot my own creating now — no, by-lhe-bye, lb« 
couldn't be, 

Roland. Unless you had killed bcr huaband. 

Mert. Poor thing, how mortified slie will bo when «ba 
learns the Grange has fallen into my hands, I wouldn't 
meet her now for worlds. 

Cnow. (without) Don't attack mo, ma'am ; I know 
nothing ahoiit the affair. (Crow appears at door injlal) 
Oh, Mr, Merton is here; row you can have it out willi 
liiro. 

Enter Crow, followed hy JIrs. Netwell, door in fia^~ 

Mrs. Netwell goes down, c. — Ckow remain* at iadr, 

I., c, Mebton, cj!:treme r., Uolasd, It. c. 

Mehton, [aside (o Roland) By Nemesis, hero she is _ 
■lio'll create a scene, (Roland goes up Btage) 

Mks, N. (l, c.) Soh, Mr. Merton, I am just informed 
that you have outwitted me, and obtained possession of 
KetweU, knowing that my object in selling it was to 
prevent you — you, above all persons, from acquiring it. 

Merton, (b. c.) My denr Sophia 

Mrs. N. Oh, sir, you Lave acted in a very manly 
manner — very; you will enjoy your triumph, no doubt— 
you arc 

Crow, (coming down, c.) Stop, stop I Situated as I 

am, ma'am, it would he most hiirll'ul to my fcoUngs to 

iearMr. Merton blown up — I mea.tv tm^ Sttj-Hu. Mlatr 

Jnc to retire into tlio stock-ynrii. (^oes up") 

RoWhASD. (up stage, K.) I'Wjain'SOiiiKtti^T 

t^epigB. Vm t\xo brother ot jRBgct Vvi^wo. 
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Ckow. (l. c.) Bless me how d'ye do? let's look at 
your moustachios ; I've heard them extensively spoke 
of — come along I 

Exeunt, Crow and Roland, door in flat 

Meet, (r.) Then, madam, you have followed me for 
the sole purpose of loading me with reproaches ? 

Mrs. N. (l.) No, sir, I did not follow you ; Mr. Crow, 
whom I met, informed me of your trick — now, Mr. Merton, 
you are a gentleman 

Meet. Granted. 

Mrs. N. And I am an unprotected widow. 

Meet. Unprotected ! can I do anything ? 

Mrs. N. Do anything? have you not acted like an 
enemy ? What have I done to you, that you should be 
my enemy ? {wipes her eyes) 

Meet. Good heaven I I am nobody's enemy — ^least of 
all yours ! Have we not been brought up together- 
friends in youth — friends in maturity — friends in — no, 
we'll stop at maturity. 

Mes. N. And yet, as you well know, my only motive 
in selling my property was to remove to some spot where, 
at least, I might be spared the pain of seeing you lead 
home a — a — Ashley, you have not behaved well to me ; 
you know it, for you are a man of sagacity, not to say, 
intellect. I have good reason to entertain some little 
womanly resentment. 

Meet. Resentment ! what is there to resent ? 

Mrs. N. Do you ask that — ^you? Did you not delibe- 
rately throw yourself in my widowed path — dazzle by 
your superior attainments — allure by your fascinations — 

Meet, (aside) This woman is far above the average in 
intelligence. 

Mes. N. And when you had created a sympathy — I 
admit it to you as a man of refined sentiment — which I 
had never before known, did I not suddenly hear that you 
had adopted a farmer's daughter to train for the position 
which — I appeal to you as a man of honour — you had 
jgiven me reason to anticipate as my own ? 

Mert. Mrs. Netwell-— Sop\\\a.—t c-ow^^-^^ I -^^^ <i.\s3U 
pnbJe; I ought to have known \)a»\. >\\^ ^^•«xv\.\\^'^ ^\ "^ 
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inakQ a mare tlmn ordintiry impreEBion. You are, M^H 
the least, nn Apprecliitivo wotimii, and I'll tell 70ii4^| 
I'll do. You sliiiU liave Nctwcll Grange again at-«f 
price you sold it; tlie odd tliousaml I will clieorfallj' 
forfeit as fine for post indiscretion. Wilt that suiEce ? 

Mrs. N. I accept your offer ; but, as I snid, I cannot 
remain here ; don't poraiinde me — my heart is broken I 
Oh, Ashley I that heart was bo entirely yonrs, that you 
miglit have moulded it as you plensed. 

Mert. Miglit I, indeed? I wish I'd known that ; U is 
By Bmbition to create for myself, 

Mkb. N. And as for my little Bon 

Mert. Tiiere, you see, is a blow to my ambition. 

Mrs. N, But what grand original designs— I asis yon 
as a man of genius — might be drawn on the unsullied 
Gnrface of his young mind? 

Mbst. That's true; there's a delightful task for some- 
body. Will you take my arm, Sophia? and I will venture 
to offer my advice on the creation of a philosophic taste in 
youth. (Mns. ^ErvfEU. lakes hig arm; aslhey are going mp) 

Enter Jasper and Eoland, door in fiat. 

Jasp. (c.) Of all the ill-mfttmerod beasts, the people 
in this village are the beastliest — everybody is shouting 
after me. {^ees Mehton) Beg your pardon, Mr. HasJ-'"^ 
Mutton, but do you see anything iit my appears "' 
laugh at? {to Mns. Netwell) or do you, ma'am? 

Mert. {at back, n. c] I see you are engaged. 

Jasp. Confound it — now you're at iti Hon 
know I'm engaged ? How do all the other fools know it? 
How dr.ea the infant school know it? Is it writ on my 
back? 

Roland, {down l.) It ial {take* the paper _from ka 
back and shews it) 

Jabp. (l/iundi^rstrucl:) Ami — was — that on my — back? 

Mrs. N. {uji stage, n. c.) It wna. 

Jasp. (c) And she — yes, I rememhcr now — she pre- 
n tended to put my collar to rights. She did itl 

Mhht. (n. c.) Ah, my tnec\iftiiiw\\ ^owm^ frwi 
[you're two imjjortunt things to \tfti;\\". Ati^'l. 
I haeb'd jnutton/' and don't ln.y yo^xadM 
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practical jokes ; the fact is, youVe been making love to 
Margaret, which you might have known would only 
create diversion. 

Jasp. [sadly) I might ! 

Roland, (l.) Never mind, Jasper, she shan't get off 
«cot free : we will have our joke. 

Jasp. No — no — I shall never — never [unable to 

proceed, he sits in a chair , c.) 

Roland, [aside) Poor fellow I poor fellow ! [turns up 
stage, l.) 

Mert. I am going to protect this lady through the 
meadows, for I noticed Crow's black bull was untethered. 
(to Roland) Fidgeon, I want to make an appointment 
•with you, [aside to him) to arrange that test I proposed— 
you know what I mean ? 

Roland. Exeter to wit. 

Exeunt, Merton and Mrs. Netwell, door in flat, 

Roland, [to Jasper, slapping him on the hack) Cheer 
up, old fellow, never take a joke to heart ! 

Runs off, door in flat. 

Jasp. (wiping his eyes) The joke — ^no I but it's all over, 
tbe delicious dream is over — she — she — doesn't love met 
What a double-distilled fool I was to think she did : she'g 
too good for me, and she might have told me so in some 
other way than this. Oh Meg, Meg, no more my Meg I 
if you'd known how it would have crushed a poor fellow, 
you wouldn't have gone and done it. [sobs) 

Enter Meg, door in flat 

Meg. Well, I declare, if your brother and Squire 
Merton arn't talking t^'^ether as thick as thieves I — the 
Pidgeons are mounti.^ I [putting her hand on Jasper's 
shoulder) Why, Jasper, you look quite pale. 

Jasp. Yes, Meg ; I have had a sort of turn, and I dare 
fiay I deserved it. I made a stupid mistake, but yours 
was a very good joke, Meg — a very ludicous joke — one 
ean't — ^ha ! ha I — help laughing. 

Meg. [looking in his face) And real tears are trickling 
down your cheek ! 

Jasp. Nothing of the sort. 

Mbo, (b. g.) They are tliou6\i. ^seeing pa-^r w V5^fc^^^ 
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Oh, now I knoV what has annoyed you. It waa verf, 
very wrong of me, but I beg your pardon. 

Jasp. No, don't beg my pardon ; it was a delJcate way 
of telling me that I was a presumptive fellow, and I'm 
not in the least anuoyed, Meg ; but I wisli that paper hnd 
been a pitch plaster on my mouth, and done for me', I feel 
very much as if I didn't care to live, but that'll no fault 
of yours. Good bye, Meg ! {piclts vp paper andpult tt 
in kia breastpocket) I shan't omiie again, but yoa'U find 
some other diversion. Good bye, 1 shall clear out of this 
place at once. JSxit, door injlat 

Meo. Poor Jasper I Why did I do tiiia? He seoma 
dreadfully cut up. I've behaved very cruelly, and how 
meekly he bears it. I'll call him back, I will, and beg 
him to forgive me. (runs to the dour, and is met by EvthmJ 

Ettem. [al door) Is Jeremy Crow here ? 

Meg. (l. of door) It appears not, sir. 

Eyteh. Are you one of Crow's girls? 

Meg. I am one of Mr. Crow's young ladlefl. 

Eytem. Young ladies 1 what next? 

Meg. Middle-aged ladies, I suppose, air. 

Ettem, Pshaw 1 1 don't come here to crack 
My name's Eytem. 

Meg. {coming forward, l.^ A serious Eytem. 

Eytem. (coming forward, h.) Hold your tongue, girl! 
Pepper, Gulp, and Eytem, solicitors, of Exeter, bto not 
to be triQed with ; there is something in this letter [ffwea 
it) which requires his instantaneous attention. 

Meo. When he comes in, I dare say he'll attend to U 
on the spot. 

Eytem. lie will, if he wiskea to remain on the spot 
long. Miss Flippant. You maf tell him from Pepi 
Gulp, and Eytem — emphatically — that we have 
that letter neither more nor less than we mean, 
understand ? 

Meg. Emphatically — no I 

Ettem. Our clients arc resolved to forecli _ _^ 

fctber pays the two thousand by twelve to-day — undorstant 
r—/o-da^, 
" f- I'ou'reui.'idl royfaf\ictowot.wo\\wi4Mii 
That I*'^ does j aaid 1 b.ci uQ\.aa.i. 
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Meg. Then my father is rlcli enough to pay it. 

Eytem. Well, for a rich man he has been trying to 
ndse money uncommonly hard ; but as Pepper, Gulp and 
Eytem happen to know, every money-lender in Exeter 
objects to his security. 

Meg. Mr. Eytem, you're standing there and uttering 
an untruth — you know you are. {Grow passes window) 

Eytem. Thank you, miss; here comes your father— 
we'll see. 

Enter Crow, door in flat. 

Cbow. {down c.) Oh^ Pepper and GoUop, I have just 
posted! a letter to you, naming to-morrow. 

Eytem. You'll find by the letter that young "lady" — 
bem! — holds, that to-morrow won't do. Pepper and 
GoUop, as you call us, are not to be trifled with. 

Crow, {reads) " By twelve o'clock I" That's sharp ; 
but you- shall have the money by twelve o'clock. 

Meg. (l., to Eytem) There ; I told you so. 

Eytem. (r.) I shall be close by for the next two hours. 
I have put up my mare at the Crown stables. 

Meg. I was sure you had found a mare's nest. 

Eytem. (up, c.) You're a very forward young woman. 
Mr. Crow, I have to lodge a complaint ; your daughter 
is wanting in respect, and I request that you will teach 
her, Pepper, Gulp, and Eytem are notto be trifled with. 

Exit, door in flat. 

Crow, {seated at tahle, r. c.) Where's Jasper Pidgeon? 

Meg. (l.c.) Poor Jasper ; we shall never see him again ; 
he has found out my trick, and bid me good-bye for ever. 

Crow, {rising aghast) What ? 

Meg. I'm sure he meant it, by his tone : the poor lad 
is heart-broken. 

Crow. Then. Pm ruined! {sinks in arm chair) 

Meg. Ruined? 

Crow. Mad — unlucky girl — you've done it! Jasper 
was going to lend me two thousand pounds. 

Meg. (l.) And — and was this why you asked me to 
decoy bim into the belief — 

Cbow. (r.) That I gave my co\is>e.Ti\.. W. ^^"^ '^^ ^'^^ 
ir»7 to draw the money out o£ Yds ig^OiLsX^ ^\Au>&.^.^^^'^ 
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have it in tin him, tlie farm and everytliing I Jail mine 
ia loBt (rising) Go after faim — bring bira back! Promise 
him anything, but bring him back with the money 1 Lst 
me only get that, thea do what you please with hiiD. 

Meg. Oh, father, is this honest? 

Crow. Bah 1 I'm not to be catechism'd by a girL Q« 
After him, I teli you. 

Meg. Father, I can't do that 

Crow. Not to save us all from ruin ? 

Meo. Not to Bftve us all from ruin? I have already 
behaved to him like a cruel heartless girl; but it was in 
ignorance of what I was doing, (a loud knock) Ahj that's 
his knock I 

Crow. I thought he'd come hack again. Now do your 
best for us. 

Meg. What I do shall be at the bidding of my 
conscience. Oh, father, don't let us he false to .Jasper. 

Crow. Open the door, (Meo opens door, and remaim 
vp stage) 

Enter Jasper, door in fiat, and down, c. 
ASP. (c.) I want just to speak to yoD, governor. 
'. (ft.) You can speak before my daughter. 
Oh, can I ? {dejectedly) Well, governor, I'm going 
iway. This is no place for nic. I'd nearly forgot that I 
gavQ my word joii sliould have tliat maaay. [gieinij a eheqvtt^ 
There's a cheque. You'll find it u.. ..glit, for I only paid 
it in yesterday. 

Crow. Good lad! When do you want this? 
Jasi'. Name your own time, and send it directed to 
me, "The Uush, Australia." 

Crow. I'll give you hills at six and nine months 
before you go. Meg, where did that Eytem s.iy I couM 
find him ? 

Meg. [down, l.) At the Crown. 

Cr'iw. {ijoing up) I'll go there, and ns I como back I 
must tether the black bull ; tlicy ti^ll itie he's louae in t&a 
six aciv RtiH. Thankee, young PidgiiDii, thankee 1 

Eiil, ilnwr m j^at 

Jabp. (n.c.) Onco more, gouii-\>Vtt,'W,(:s', Y8\ib!i\oVjm 

mwk of^otCaad your joko*. 
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Meg. (l. c.) Jasper, T have done wltli joking, and my 
giVkvtost sorrow is that I have made a sport of yoin 
feelings^— you who have acted so nobly — so — {fctU'mg at 
Ills feet) Jasper, forgive me ; My eyes are opened to my 
sin — for sin it was ! say you forgive me ! 

Jasp. Oh, don't ! get up, do I I can't bear to see you 
in that way ; it isn't natural ; forgive you, what for ? Get 
up, or I shall think you are making a diversion of me 
again. 

Meg. Then you must think me worthless indeed ; yet 
I can scarcely ask you to believe one who has had no 
pity in her mirth, but 

Jasp. I won't say I forgive, bleJ5s*d if I do ! Oh, get 
up, Meg — get up I [lifts her up) because I ought on my 
knees to ask ^yowr pardon for daring to think I could be more 
than a laughing stock for y©u; to fancy you could love such 
a simple rough fellow — I must have been a dribbling idiot. 

Meg. I know you are rough, and. simple, perhaps; but 
through that simplicity I admire a nobleness of heart, 
which must accomplish all you desire, even love — ye»^ 
Jasper, love ; — and in that belief, and with all the truth 
■which my lost mother tried to instil in my childish 
heart, I offer myself for — foi: your wife I If you reject 
me, the humiliation is deserved, for I have been a way- 
ward, heedless girl : — I am so no more ; take or refuse, 
but believe me sincere. 

Jasp. I do all that, Meg ; and you know there can be 
no sunshine in my life like the thought that you really 
would one day be Mrs. Pidgeon ; but the question is, for 
I/ve gained thirty years experience in the last thirty 
minutes, can you love me ? 

Meg. Indeed, gratitude alone might 

Jasp. Aye, there it is. The substantial love / want is 
not made out of such veneer as gratitude. Bother grati- 
tude I Now, look here, Meg ; I won't take any advantage 
of you whilst you're under that impression ; but think the 
matter over coolly — do, dear Meg — ask your heart a 
question or two ; tell it that taking a husband, may be 
on a long lease, and one ought to be sure that the taxea 
.wiJi not be toQ heavy. I'll teiW'yo\)L^\\«^\.'V\^\^. "^^sNa^ 
^^ thr^e months I'll put t\ie c5aL<^«.^\Q\i^ \a 1^^ ^^?S«^\ 
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and flien say trnefiilly and fearlessly wlietlicr ysi 
me as a husband sliouid lie loved, or vice versy. 

JIeq. Always kind, Jjiapcr; but do you tliink. 1 
were not sure of what was dawning here, (plaea 
hand on kcr heart) any amount of gratitude would inake 
me ofTer you a hand that you might not titke ss a pledge 
for all thu rest? 

JAsr. I do hope so; I do, indeed. But as notliing is 
certain but death and quarter day, let us only be as wo 
used to, till the day comes. Don't say a word about it 
to anybody — not even to brother Ro. 

Meo. Only to my father — I can't deceive him! and, 
Jasper, {looking down) you — you — you may draw that 
little amount out of the bauk now. 

Jasp, {kisses her) TLe first time 1 Oh, it's like "alpptng 
the necktie of the Gods," as the aong-book saya ; but what 
a remarkably short pleasure it is ; never mind, the tim.a 
may corae when Lips and Company will be a bank that 
won't Btnp, draw on it as much ns I will ; and won't I 
draw — without any check 1 [alwuis heard loilhoat) Holloa! 
tbere'a a shindy in the fann yard I 

Meo. {going lo door) Oh, whatever has happened to 
father? here's your brother carrying him on his back. 

Jasp. I Lope Holy's not making an ass of himself — 
one in a family is quite enough, {shouts again ouiside) 

Enter Roland, door in Jial, reilh Crqw on las hack; ht 

places Crow in arm chair, it. c. up stage, and slanda, k. 

— Jasper, xrp stage, l. — Meg goes to hitr father — 

YXLLAGERS, who have followed on, remain at door an4 

■window. 

KoLANR. {to Meg) Don't alarm yourself; he's all right. 
His k'ft leg gored a little. 

Meg. Gored ! who did it? 

KoLAKD. The bull — the blaek bull, and nothing but the 
bull! I never saw such "lusty, Insty horns," in mylifo; 
borns iudeed I more like ophicleidea. 

Cbow, This young gentleman has saved my life ; ths 

bull h&d 106 down— fine liorn in my mDal\i, wv4y\e <Mwr 

io my breeches pocket, when he tus\ici \o iw'j ™r'^^"' 

»H*vVi^ J,ig iml iiarnlkcfchicf ^ " 
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Roland. Like a matadore, barring the pumps and silk 
stockings. 

Crow. Drew off the bull, and dodged him round the 
field 1 I never saw such pluck and activity in my life. 

Roland. Yes, I'm up to a dodge or too. 

Crow. I don't recollect any more, for I was stunned, 
till I found I was being carried home pick-a-back. Meg, 
my girl, thank him for your father's life ; another moment 
and it would have been all dicky with Jerry Crow. 
Pidgeon's brother, you shall stay here and feast for a 
month. 

Roland. So I will ; I am dotingly fond oj new laid 
eggs. 

Crow. Oh, Meg will see to that. 

Roland. And milk — ^real milk, direct from the cow. 

Crow. Meg, don't forget Pidgeon's milk. 

Jasper, (l. c.) Didn't I tell you he was a noble fellowt 
talk about a lion's heart — what's that to a Pidgeon's pluck ? 
(Meg and Roland come forivard) 

Meg. (l. c.) Mr. Pidgeon, we owe my father's life to your 
"bravery; I have not grateful words strong enough — (Jcisses 
his har}d) May heaven bless you I (Roland kisses her) 

Jasp. {aside, at back, c.) He's kissed her; and so have 
I— so have II 

Crow. Jasper, come here — this precious leg must be 
looked to. (Jasper goes to him) 

Roland, (r. c, aside to Meg) Oh, Meg — Meg — may I 
call you Meg? darling Meg 

Meg. Sir I 

Roland, {intensely, hut in a low tone to her) I love 

{Music — Tableau — Crow and Jasper, r. c, at back 
— Roland aiid Meg, l. c, forward — Villageub 
at back,) 
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ACT II. 






The Garden and exterior of Crow's Farm ; 
entrance wilh rustic porch, l. 2 e., beyond which em 
oblique wall-piece, overgrown with ivy, ^-c, jolrts gardtn 
palings of irregular height, which cross the stage at Jaci 
from B. to J.; a gate in the palings, R. c. ; id the fofV- 
ground are gravel paths andjlowcr beds [made out) ; a 
rustic seat, it. c. The extreme backing presents aa 
extensive vitio of rich DevonsJure scenery. 
^^ The scene and lights are arranged with a view to 
introduce Calderon's picture of "Broken Vows." 

Enter from farm home, Eytem, followed bjf Ctf 

Eytem while speaking, ties up papers with red It 

EvTEM. (n. c, at seal) Then now, Mr. Craw, y(fl 
BS one may aay, out of your difficulties. * 

Crow. (l. c.) Out of my dif&cultiea ? yes by loa 
half my farm. 

Eytem. Losing, jiooh ! we can't eat our pie and li 
our pie, aa the aaying is; I'm sure I've purchased ((" 
At a very fair price. 

Crow. Halt the mortgage money 

Eytem. And a little over. 

Cuow. But I hope yon'U let me have a 
land, and then nobody need knoiv that I have sold it. 

Eytem. Candidly, wo considered the farm too large t« 
be worked by a man without capital ; however I'll consult 
my partner, wito ie now in the village, and let you know 
in an hour. AVhere is young Jasper I'idgeon to be found? 

Crow. Oh, he'll be here by-and-bye. 

Ettf-k. I have news for him. 

Ckow. Good or bad ? 

Eytem. Both, but the latter predominates, for whioli 
I am extremely sony; I like the lad— knew his thrifty 
undo from boyhood, and more tnan tliat, Jasper once 
eaved my life. 

Crow. And his brother mincl 1\iq saving ^rajjensity 
mj^^xin t!w family. But what is ttoi iw« wyfc'j 
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Eytem. That's my business. 

Crow. Well, don't snub a poor widower. 

Eytem. What have I to do with your widowerhood ? 

Crow. I had a large farm once, but you have taken 
my better half, {looks off^ r. u. e.) Here comes Sir Ashley 
Merton — and who's that with him ? Mrs. Netwell again ; 
he's always gallivanting with her now. 

Eytem. You don't mean that? 

Crow. They used to be enemies ; but she's a sly puss, 
she is. 

Eytem. (r.) What do you mean, sir, by calling that 
lady a cat? do you know, sir, you are speaking of a 
client of ours? She's a clever woman, sir, if you mean 
that— a very clever woman. 

Crow. (l. c.) No match for you though, I'll be bound.. 

Eytem, How dare you hazard such a remark as that ? 
I don't see why wo shouldn't make a very good match. 

Crow, flilloa, lawyer I you're letting the cat out : I 
only meant that being a client of yours, she's like a rat in 
mouth of a terrier. 

Eytem. Now you compare that lady to a rat, sir? 
Do yoU' know that's actionable? Pepper, Gulp, and 
Eytem, are not to be trifled with. 

Enter Merton and Mrs. Netwell from lack e., and 

appear at gate, c. 

Merton. [at gate) Well, Mr. Crow, did you want to 
see me ? 

Crow, [going up) I did, Sir Ashley. May I beg the 
use of your ears for a few moments. 

(Crow and Sir Ashley remain in' conversation at 
gate — Eytem, who has gone up, comes forward 
with Mrs. Netwell) 
Eytem. (l. c.) Mrs. Netwell! I congratulate on 

having possession of the Grange again. 

Mrs. N. (r. c.) Thanks to my magnanimous friend, 
Sir Ashley. 

Eytem. {aside to her) Forgive my abruptness ; but I 
am in great anxiety to enquire, iwy ^^^\^^\.\^x'?i,'^'^^:?^^S^^ 
if you havo made up your nvm^ «l^ Vo NJasi ^-^^■^^^'^^ 
rentured to make three moii\lia ^^Sfi'i ^^"^ viA>^^ 
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grace peculiar to yourself, you would "take time t 
consider." 

Mrs. N. Give me a little more grace, my dear solicito- 
only a little. 

Ettem, Coiumioserate my Kuspense; make it brief. 
Till when? 

MR9.N. Well till— till— when shall I say? Wc'U 
any till Mr, Crow's eldest daughter is married to my 
friend, Sir Ashley 

Eytem. What Imve wo to do with tliem ? 

Mrs. N. Nothing; only report says it is Boon to be, 
therefore you shall soon have a positive " yes" or " no." 
Uhej/ turn uji stage) 

Mei^t. (Co Crow— ai gate) We'll say in a quarter of 
itn hour then. 

Crow. I'll bo hack, ingoing to Jiovie, l.) 

Eytek. [up near gate) Crow, I'm goiug in search of 
that lad PIdgeon. I'll see you again on tha subject we 
were speaking of. 

Bows to MuB. Nbtweli, and exit, through gate and 
off R. — Exit Crow into house, l. 

Mert, (b. c.) Then wo can have a few iniuntes' oliat in 
Crow's garden, Sophia ; I'm glad I met you — and Iiow is 
your dear little boy ? 

Mrs. N. (r.. c.) Quite wel 11 he was prattling of you 
yesterday, and all I can do, he will insist upon calling 
you FapH. (Merton ami Mns. Nltwell walk tAbut 
garden during their coneersalion) 

Mert. Well, let him— I rather like it. 

Mrs. N, Oh, but it ian't proper; though to be sure, in 
aupcrinteiiding -the developracut of hia mind, you are 
acting like a papa. lie's a dear child, and poor fellow, 
how fond be is of you ! 

Mert. Nice hoy — very! I am getiing interested io 
bim, and shall not like to relinquish my iuduence. 

Mrs. N. Your suggestions aro bo judicious — even I — 
I say even / adopt them. Do you know, on your hin^ 
I am studying Natural PhiloBophyt {they sU en gar(U» 
0gaf, s, Cy Mektos l., Mbb. Netwell, a.') 

Mejit. Are yoa realJy ? 
■*i* X And jnatiieiaatica. , 
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Meet. You don't say so? What, Euclid? 
Mrs. N. Yes, and I've crossed the Pons- 



Mert. Asinorum ? Oh, if that's the case 1 must take 
you in hand, my dear Sophia. 

Mrs. N. But I feel I am trifling with my own happiness 
in yielding to the fascinations of your guidance. 

Mert. Sophia, I'll go so far as to say, I wish I had 
known your ductility a year ago. 

Mrs. N. And why?. 

Mert. Why? Oh, no matter I I am compromised — I 
must make the best of it. I have pledged my 
honour to this fanner Crow to marry his daughter, and, 
to tell you the truth, I am here now, at his request, to 
settle the day for 

Mrs. N. Oh, say no more — I knew it would be so ! 
All is over — I'm a wretched woman ! [sobs) 

Meet. No, no, dear Sophia, don't weep ! You can 
always cherish my- image, you know — in fact, I wish you 
to cherish my image. 

Mrs. N. Oh yes, I can weep over your carte-de-visite : 
but where is the mind — the gigantic mind ? 

Mert. {aside) What uncommon appreciation she has I 

Mrs. N. You — you love this girl ? 

Mert. No ; don't labour under that error — that task I 
shall set myself after marriage, provided I find I have 
first created the sympathy in her. 

Mrs. N. But I have no right to murmur ; you have 
never loved me, you could not ! 

Mert. Yes, I could : in fact, if I were not situated as 
lam, I might say I do; but honour — the honour of a 
Merton! I am sorry for what I have done — let that 
console you ; but honour I 

Mrs. N. And you will marry her without knowing if 
she loves you? Well, for a philosopher you are the 
rashest man^ [iliey both rise) 

Mert. (r. c.) Stop I stop ! Sir Ashley Merton may act 
a daring part ; but a rash one — never I I have com* 
missioned a friend to test her — in fact, to try if she be 
susceptible to the protestations of a more meretricious 
object than myself, so to speak •, \l ^^^^'^^^'e* ^^'^Ss^'^sak 
throngh the ordeal, iu a mow\\v dt^^ V^^^^'^^ ^ 
Morton li&iL. . . - 
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Mii3. N. (n., tnJcin^ hU hands) And, Asbloy, mB,yjcn 
tc hojipy! I dare acareely hope it; but may yoa bo 
happy I I.ct me go, I liave listened too long, {crossing 
in front and up c. to gate) 

Mekt. [fallowing her to l. of gate) WLere arc yott 
going? 

Mus. N. Home — anywhere — to stuily philosophy. 

Mebt. Or matliematica — Don't take my affair too 
much to heart; you see I havcj as it were, Lalf crossed 
the Btream, whero retreat is cut off; I sland in tha 
middle of a bridge — 

Mrs. N, Tiie Pom Asinorum, Extl, ». c. 

Mert. Slie's a dear creature, and loves ine iinr|uc3lion- 
ably ; but I must forget har — Oh, here comes my agrl- 
cultnral fathcr-iri-Iaw, ill cord brcociics. (crosses over to 
K. c, atid sits) 

Enter CROw,from house, »., and down, l. c. 

Chow. (l. c.) Critikising my garden, Sir Ashley? ab, 
it'fl awful neglected ; Meg seems to take no delight in it 
lately; I don't know what's come over the wench, ebo 
mopes about and does nothing. Well, now, barone^ 
touching my Cornelia ; (sits l., beside Mekton) it'» 
time to eome to an understanding ; the girl has worked 
hard to accomplish her accompUshmeutr-iuid she lovM 
you. 

Meet, (looks at Cbow, and rises) Does she ? 

Grow. No mistake about it ; ahe asked after your 
favourite poodle, in her last letter, (rises) Well, yoo 
know it's no use shilly-sliallying; when a thing is to be 
done, let it bo done, ^'ow, what say you to take a stroU 
round the meadows, and fix the day ? 

Mert, [going up la gate) Since it must be eo — coma 
along. 

Crow, {going up) Don't Bay "must be so," 'cos il'h 
the only maidy, upright ^vaj of acting — excuse me, I'm 
a «(rfli^ht-forward, huuest lollow — and that's the truth. 
AtEnr. (alffale) Don't say " lliat'a ftie \ir>A\i," \ywt.'as« 
~''.e8 that your veracity is unwauo.\, 

Exit tiiroujli gate and off-.^' 
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Crow, {following him) Ob, I'm not out of temper; 
don't imagine for a moment I'm speaking with voracity. 

Exit at gate, and off, r. 

Enter Meg, from farm, l, — a marked chcmge in her 

manner and appearance* 

Meg. [sits disconsolately) The day has come — this 
day I have so dreaded 3 and he is so confiding — so kind, 
that I don't know how to tell him the terrible truth. For 
months he has been happy in the expectation of to-day's 
assurance that he is loved. Were he only to ask me to 
marry him, I would I I would, though my heart should 
break ; but he won't do that : nothing but a kindred 
affection would satisfy Jasper, whose own is so entire, I 
feel like a guilty girl- — miserable, miserable I 

Jasper appears from l. u. e., at gate, c. 

Jasper, {singing) " Gin a corpus, meet a corpus," it 
gays — how are you, Meg ? 

Meg. {on seat, r. c.) Ah ! Jasper, is that you ? 

Jasp. {at gate) I'm under the impression that it is : 
didn't I tell you that quarter day was one of those things 
that are certain to come ? May a corpus come into the 
garden, Meg? % 

Meg. Oh, Jasper, you know you are welcome. 

Jasp. {coming forward, l. c.) Well, come, but am I 
wanted? That's the question. Would you have been 
vexed if I had not come ? 

Meg. What can I say ? 

Jasp. What can you say? Come, that's a good 'un I 
" Yes" is a contemptible little word, but sometimes it's a 
whole dictionary of happiness, and don't be afraid to say 
it, Meg. I think that patient individual, Jasper, deserves 
a little encouragement, for he has kept his word — hasn't 
he? For three months I have seen you almost every 
day with my heart in my mouth — all that I cared for in 
tlie wide world near mc — and 1 have tried not even to 
thiuk of love; but lord, I might as well have tried to 
eat without swallowing. I tmOi ivo\. \q ^ofCvsKb^^'^O^^jis^'V 
noticed all the more that you \i^Y^ <3ft."Kft.'a:^'^^ ^'^ ^sx^'^ 
9md so beautiful, that I bcgm Xoi^^tSX^^^^^*^^^'^'^ 
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bility that you could ever belong to inc. TLis is th^^^^f 

you know, Meg, wlicn I nan to have my sentence. ^^^H 

Meg. Your sentence, Jasner? ^^B 



Meg. Your sentence, Jasper? 

Jasp. Don't repeat my words— don't lose time, Htf- 
gid— every moment is a month tome! Oh, I forgot; I was 
to put the question plain. Well, here it is — do you now 
love me as a husband ought to be loved? {apause) Did 
you hear me, Meg? I can't say it again, for there's such 
a thumping under my waiatcoat, and such a walnut in 
my throat — and, aa you see, euch a trembling all over me, 
that 

Mep.. Jasper — I — I 

Jasp. What ails you, my Meg?— how ill you lookl 
Well, then, don't say aoything now — take another week; 
I'll hear it. 

Meg. {rues] Good, noblo Jasper 1 — no, got anotliec 
moment, (placing her hand in Jasper's) K you wish 
me lo he your wife, I will try to be an affectionate one— 
I will indeed I 

Jasper, (l. c.) Try I — try ! {dropping her hand) 
that word — is — Hke a May blight : if you can't call tlia^ 
hack again, don't say any more. Love doesn't c " ' " 
trying; we don't know how it comes — it's there, 
can't help it. 

Meg. (ii. c.) And so it wna with me ! 

Jabp. With you? then you do love — and — and- 

Meg. And if death were my punishment, it would bt 
Just. I have -wickedly listened to another in the belief 
that there was no peril, and when too late I found I vraa 
no longer mistress of my will; and — aud I would not 
have told you this, Jasper, if I could deceive you ! I 
hate myselti but I will not deceive you ! 

Jasp. Hush, Meg— bush 1 I havo often tossed on my 
pillow with a sort of aupereLltion of what was to oome^ 
and I have reasoned with mysolf how to bear it; yoa 
§hall see I am a man 1 1 Imvo gone through each & tnal 



nd) Meg, 
't calltbo^ J 

— noFS^ri 



§naii see i am a man i i n^tvo gone inrougJi bocu & uiu ■ 
as few could hear ; bnt there— you sec I — I hear itMlJLJ 
bear it— don't I? It was not to bol AVho i^^^| 
bappy man? ^H^H 

g Me g. Your brother. .^^^1 

fa^to*. Hol^ I 1 see all oow -,— t\iQ -sux o^ «^^^H 
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dropped from my eyes. Ah ! he deserves you — he's 
better than me, Meg. He didn't know what had passed 
between us, or he wouldn't have done it for the world ; 
I'm sure he wouldn't—- bless him !— and you too — he's 
better than me I 

Crow, from r., appears at the bach. 

Crow. Hi I Jasper — look out I the Exeter coach has 
pulled up at the Crown, and your brother is on the box, 
as large as life, {looks off^ l.) now he's down, and — and 
handing out our Nelly ; come along, we'll run over and 
meet them, {calling off) How are you? I'm coming. 

Exit^ L. u. E. 

Jasper. Eoly, there ! I can't see him just yet, it's too 
much. I'll go through the house, and collect myself in 
the poultry yard. You needn't let him know, Meg, that 
I was at all knocked over by what .you have told me, 
because, poor fellow, he may feel hurt, you know ; so I'll 
go, and try to put on a jocular expression — it's all right. 

Exit into house^ l. 

Enter Crow, at gate, from l. u. e. 

Crow. Look alive, Meg ! they've had no breakfast — 
run in, and toss up something for the famished travellers— 
a few bacon and eggs, or — no, a slice of eggs and bacon — 
I say, deuced odd their coming from Exeter together, isn't 
it? I wonder if they knew it? Why, how you stand, 
looking as pale as a ghost I {crossing over to l.) Come in^ 
and see Lady Nelly — hang'd if she doesn't look like a 
duchess. 

Hurries into farm, l. 2 E. 

Meg. Two months since I have heard that earnest 
voice, which made me false to my deep resolves — tliaf 
voice, still on my ear so persuading — so true I I shall 
again listen to answer — yes — answer to him now ; though 
I must not tell what a hard struggle between love and 
and conscience I have had — for his sake ! 

Roland, {speaking at hack, l.) Don't! don't go in 
yet ; I must — I will speak with you first. 

Meg. {goes towards palings, l. c.) Ah I 'lv&\v^\.\\v^^<5i'5kV 
step, and — some one is witb b\m. TELoyi iQ^v^^ '^^^^ 
perred I am at meeting— -I— 
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Cornelia, (outside, l. u. e.) Be quick then, dear 
Roland; my sister -will think it so strange if I delay 
ru.'^hing intoher arms. . c 

Meg. That — that is Cornelia's voice — she is w^th him. 

• 

Roland aiid Cornelia appear behind the palings, l. c, 
a portion of the top of which being broken, admits oj 
their faces being seen. 

Roland. Cornelia, my own, we must decide how we 
are to act. I am for plain, straightforward dealing; leave 
me to break the matter to Merton and your father- 
darling Cornelia! I love you tenderly — deeply; and 
you have confessed your love for me I 

Meg. Powers of mercy I what do I hear? [staggert 
against wall piece, l. u. e.) 

Corn. Do as you think best, Roland. Give me that 
flower as a pledge that you will never be any but mrine. 
I should die — I'm sure I should — were I to lose you ! You 
are my first and last love I 

Roland. Ever mine ! {holds up a flower, and as she 
attempts to take it, he kisses her — Meg places her hand to 
her heart — Music — this realizes the picture of ^^ Broken 
Vows") Then I have your sanction to break it to them at 
once? 

Corn. Yes, dear; but I must go in, I must indeed. 
You'll follow soouj won't you, my Roland ? 

Disappears, l. u. e. 

Meg. (totters forivard, l. c.) The world is gone — is 
lost I Ob, if I could die — if I could die ! 

Roland, (who enters through gate, c.) Holloa I Meg 
—frolicsome Meg here ! (aside) She has heard ; well, 
so much the better, (aloud) My — my hoaxing little friend 
Meg, here I am back again ! give me your hand, beguiler 
of my idle hours, (approaches — offering hand) 

Meg. (l. c, recoiling) No, no I touch me not-:-touch 
me not ! sooner would l— (aside) I am choking, stilling— 
touch me not I > Staggers into house^ l. 2 e. 

Roland, So, so ! I have ovetig^&d our family honour 
there, at any rate. Well, tW "^u«a ^Qi?»^TNQi^ \\!\\i>\\.\ J 
didn't expect I had struck so deeply — ?vxvittfi\.» Wvks^tk^ 
q^ma a& to the mauUneas o£ \xo»ma\.Q «vxOsi wk «xNk«4 
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but she'll get over it. I'll remind her of all she did to 
poor Jasper. Oh, she deserves the lesson unquestionably. 
JBut there's another difficulty : how shall I extenuate my 
conduct to Merton — Sir Ashley Mcrton as he is now ? The 
paint brush of circumstance has certainly daubed me a 
villainous colour, but I love Cornelia — I adore her, an'd 
I can't help it ; he shouldn't have set me such a dangerous 
task — man is but man. Oh, he's another deserving object ; 
he deserves it all ! I'll brazen it out — ^fight him if needs 
must. < 

Mert. (at gate from r. u. e.) I saw the coach rounding 
the corner, and, deuce take me, if I didn't think it was a 
Pidgeon's torso on the box. {Enters, and down R. c.) 
Well, my friend — for I have created you the friend of 
my bosom — how are you, friend ? 

Roland, (l. c, aside) Friend! Hear this, ye gods! 

Mert. Not to lose time — did you — did you execute 
that — that little commission for me ? • 

Roland. Commission ! What do you mean. Sir Ashley, 
by commission ? Do you take me for a commercial 
traveller ? 

Mert. I mean that delicate little test — the test of my 
■wife in posse, 

Roland. I did, sir. She does not love you ! 

Mert. What? 

Roland. No, sir! I am prepared for the volcano of 
your indignation. Vomit your lava — let your crater 
gape I She does not love you. 

Mbrt. My dear fellow 

Roland. Sir, she loves another! Yes, I see the 
gathering storm-cloud on your brow — let it burst I She 
loves another ! 

Mert. My dear fellow : 

Roland. That other is /we— your tool, sir — your foolj 
as you thought, but I only say " tool." I leave you to 
call me names. " Villainous scoundrel ! — treacherous 
rascal I" are on your tongue. Uncork your adjectives — 
I'm prepared for them. 

Meet. My dear fellow 

BowLAND. And I lovo her, m?\.4\7 — on^t\^\vs^^\^'^— - 
^oii'd like to ds^sh me to tbc eaTfti\ 1 ^^^ ^^^ -j^-s^^^is*; 
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to dasli me — dash away, if yon like, I'm prepared to bo 
dashed l 

Mebt. My dear 

Koi.Arin. True love — the genuine article hns eclipsed 
your Brumraagom philosophy, and maddened yon — you 
know not what you say — you are abont to tear yoar hair 
— root it out — throw it in my face — I'm prepared! 

MEnT. {cootly u-iping his head, which ia bald) My dear 
fellow, I'm very mucli ohiiged to you. 

Roland. Kh? 

Mekt. (r. c.) In fact if money were in question, Uiers 
■would be no pecuniary bounds to my gvatitndo ; yon 
have freed me from a nightmare. 

Roland, (i.. c.) flow sir, do you eall that sweet girl a 
nightmare ? Hang your kniglilly impudence I 

Mebt. She is, I grant, a sweet ercature, but I know 
a sweeter. 

Rowland. How dare you assert there's a sweeter 
creature on the face of tlie earth? Anything sqreetee 
would he nanseous. 

Mert. How don't be mu'eaaonable, when I congratu- 
late and thank you for doing me an unlooked-for kindness. 

Roland. What do you mean by kindness ? Any man 
of right feeling would have gono into a passion about it 
— and now I think of it, I ought to call you to account 
for your duplicity to that dear girl. 

Mert. Has all the duplicity been on my side? Com^ 
bo eoiilented, my fiiend, that fortune favours you. 

Roland. No; I wanted to do something for her sake! 
I wanted to quarrel about her, and you've baulked me in 
a most ungentlumanly manner. 

Enter Cornelia //■ora house, u 
Mert. (h.) Cornelia! Comelial I'm delighted to see you 
looking so charmingly ; but why do you turn first crimsoa 
and then pale as a Uly ? 

Corn, (who has gone down, c, runs to Roland) 

Oil / save me— save mo \ lie'U kill met Iknowhewill. 

Site lie's fumbling in his waistcoat tot awcK^ttw, %e.v&-4i]^j 

JioLAND. (jitUiviff /lerovtr to\..) '0\\\ \-'b\si ' 

We're bad na awjw row, but INe Xam<ii\!Ma. 



uxu^^^^H 
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Mert. (r.— fo Cornelia) So you have deserted the 
worthy fellow who wanted to create a female prodigy, 
and substituted another worthy fellow with a prQdigic\i8 
quantity of love. You are right, my child ; and if future 
friendship is not objectionable, Sir Ashley Merton is yours 
to command. I will not intrude upon, the privacy of true 
lovers. Good-bye for the present ! 

Exit through gate and off^ r. 

Corn, (l.) There's a disgraceful way of turning me 
off: I call that insulting I 

Roland, (c.) Do you, my darling? Tlien FU make 
him apologize ! {going up to gate — calling) Hi I you, sir I 
you uncommonly placid knight — you K.C.B. — or what- 
ever you call yourself — come back and apologize ! 

Runs through gate and off^ R. 

Corn. I never cared anything for him ; but one doesn't 
like to be held so cheaply as that in the presence of one's 
lover, who would have valued one the more for 9> fracas. 

Enter Meg, door l. 2 B.-^seeing Cornelia^ is turning back. 

Corn. Come here, sister dear, I want to speak to you. 
{brings herforv)ard) You look so ill, dear, that I'm quite 
grieved ; and you've scarcely exchanged one word with 
your poor Cornelia — what is wrong? Are you angry 
with me about anything? 

Meg. (l. c.) Oh, no! 

Corn. (r. c.) Well then, kiss me. 

Meg. Yes. 

Corn. Yes, but you don't 5 You always were the first 
to embrace the sister you said you were proud of, and are 
you not proud of me still? Ah, then I must kiss i/ou* 
{kisses Meg) 

Meg. (falling on her neck and sobbing) Oh, Cornelia! 
Cornelia! 

Corn. That's right, darling ; if you have a sorrow, share 
it with Cornelia — Oh ! I must tell you my secret — some- 
thing that will really astcmsh, perhaps displease you, but 
it couldn't be helped. Sit down, I'll open my heart to 
you by way of example, (places M.^Qt on garde-u %e.a\.^aTv^ 
ii/s B. of her) Meg, you knoyr YiOYf 1 o\i^^^^xK^ \^«^^, 

ifiishf Aod consented to sacxi&QQ wjiwM Xft ^xaas^ v^^ 



dreadftil 
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never love. Never love! Mug, those tire Iianl words 
for a girl of eighteen to brood over; but now, sister, I 
do love— I lovo another so triil5', tliat my wSiole lifu it 
boundup in his — that man is Roland. Oh, how whitH yofi 
are, and how your lips quiver 1 Don't you approve of it, 
Meg? 

Meo. {wilh ej'orl} May you never know what it ia to 
lose the mnn yoa love so tenderly! 

Corn, But why should yau liiut at such a dreadful 
thing? I would stake my life on liis fidelity — he ift^ 
capabia of deceit. 

Meo. Others may have thought tbe 

Cork. For shame, Marfjrirct! You would ha^ 
think I am not the first wlio has listened to Roll 
vows ; and if so, what do I core to wjiorn he has bcea 
false, so long as I know he is tme to me? 

Meq. Is favoiTTcd love so pitiless? But if he should 
te sporting with your credulity? 

Corn. Nonsense 1 AI! people are not adepts at such 
aport aa you are; and the girl who cnniint distinguish 
sincerity from seeming deserves to bo trifled with — her 
blind vanity claims no pity. 

Meg. Sister — sister, what have you to depend on bnf. 
oathB wliich may be false, intensity which may bo feigned? 
For there are men who can act such love, and glory in 
hypocrisy. Even he 

CoKK, (rising) Even hot Say no more,, or I shall 
hate you, Meg! You would UUo to fill my mind with 
base suspicions, but you shan't ; for were it Ivue, ihero 
would fall such a blight on all my life to come, ns even 
you would grieve at — you who have resolved, in your 
little way, to poison our happiness. Tou have never 
loved I 

Meg. [l., rising) Oh,ComdIa,Comelia,prove!iiml Hold 

back your heart, my own dariing sister, till you are sure. 

Appeal to his movey — to Iiis manhood; and if — if ha 

really loves you; then, as you say, why caro whom else 

ie has decoivad? Take lilm — bo httppy — aud all my 

iope be with you I 

^^^^. (a.) Why, one would iVmV to 'koM 

^^^^■p ware giviBg me BomotUVng o( ^owe wi 
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you are not jealous of my conquest, you will befriend 
me -with papa, won't you? he^vill be so angry! (Jasper 
appears at door of farm, L.) I declare, here is Jasper 
Pidgcon, looking quite civilized and refined. Meg, you 
recollect that famous trick you practised on him ? 

Meg. Silence, Cornelia I if I have ever repented a 
heartless act, it is that. Never, if you would spare me 
tears of shame, speak of that crime again. 

Corn, {aside) She loves him I as I live, she loves him I 
{aloud) W«ll, I'm sorry we imposed upon the poor fellow, 
because, after all, he is the brother of my Roland. (Jasper, 
ivho has cros'sed at hack, goes down, r.) Soh, my learned 
brother, and how has the world used you ? 

Jasp. {glancing at Meg) Mine was a very small world, 
Miss Cornelian, and it used me as well as circumstances 
over which it had no control would let it. 

Corn, (c.) Well, Jasper, I am not going away again, 
and I hope to see you very often, for I mean to grow very 
fond of you. 

Jasp. Yes, do, because I shall be a sort of relation; 
not one that you'll care to brag about, but still 

Corn, {going up) Ah, he has told you already ; here 
he comes ; doesn't he look handsome, Meg ? I*m sure, 
Jasper, you ought to be proud of him. 

Meg. {going towards farm^ l.) I — I am wanted ; let 
me go into the house. 

Jasp. And would you mind going with her. Miss 
Cornelian? The fact is, I want to speak to Roly confidential. 

Corn. \iip stage, l. c.) Yes ; but use adverbs, don't 
call me Cornelian, and don't call him Roly. {going into 
house, turns to Meg who is standing hy the door) You 
wouldn't like him called " Roly," if he belonged to you, 
would you ? such a noble fellow, isn't he ? 

Exeunt Cornelia, followed hy Meg, into farm^ l. 

Enter Roland, /ro?n r.;, and through gate. 

Roland, {down, r.) Ah, vdsper,' boy, here I am, you 
see, well and happy. 
Jasp, (l,) So you ougnt to, TLcSVy, \^ ^n^x ^ tsnss^ 
bad a right to bo, i/ou have, (grasping Ivw l\a-a^"*i^'' 
Mre iQved by m angel, Ro } \>e ^Qo^LXoX^wtX"^"^^^^^ 



I am to any such a thing— of course you willl I con- 
-lon-grat — Well, that's a hard word for niG to Bay; but 
you know iviiat I mean. 

Hoi.AND. — Yes, she has told yon already; you're ri^t, 
I am a lucky fellow. By-thc-bye, have you heard from 
Eytera to-day? 

J ASP. No. 

Roland. lie has bad news fur you, lad, but don't be 
oast down. You shan't want for money. 

Jakp. Oh, I know what you moan — that paltry money— 
ft fleabite I 

KoLASD. Flenhite? 

Jasp, The thousand I cleared by Mrs. Nctwell'a estato 
Eytcm persuaded me to throw into a healthy Australian 
Company — ho healthy that il'shurst itself Isuppose — never 
mind. 

Roland. No, it isn't that. 

Jasp. Then never mind what it is now. When yoa 
arc married — to — to— Meg, brother, you fihall have joint 
Btock in all that I've got, and — 

RoLANu. Married to Meg! What are you thinking 
about? I care nothing about Mog. 

Jasp. Don't jest, Uoly; I know all — Meg loves you, 
and a king migiit hold his royal head a little higher at 
that. 

RoLAsn. Ha!halhal What, have you been sold too? 
Poohl pooh! lad — she derided— ^i nan tted you; I swore 
internally that I would pay har baek in her own epurioui 
coin — and I did ; the finest bit of eountcrfcit you ever saw. 
I declared that 1 loved her — that I lived but for her— 
hers and hers only — without her, most lonely, and a lot 
more balderdash so artistically detivered, that^ hang m«, 
if she didn't believe it. 

Jasp. You did this? you? 

Roland, (lakm/f jASftn's /iind) For my hrotliec'* 
sake, my boy — 

Jasp. {snalching his kamlawa^) Tlien you're a 
M eonitrdif craol villain! 
HoLAKD. UiUoa.1 

Jasp. J"ou own, dclibctate, to bwn msift 
*mctioaate ghl wrongfully bcUeve yoaVo-ffti,' 



hrotliec'» I 
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IloLAND. Didn't sho do the same to a good, affectionate 
brother of mine ? 

Jasp. What's that to vou, if I choose to let her ? 

Roland. Didn't she ticket your innocent back ? 

Jasp. What's my innocent back to you, if I like to be 
ticketed ? 

EoLAND. Well, there certainly is something fascinating 
about the little gipsy, but 

Jasp. {earnestly) Koly, you mustn't break her heart : 
you shanH! If you are a gentleman — and I have felt 
rather proud that we had one in the family — if you are a 
gentleman, you must act like one. 

Roland. But a gentleman can't fall in love simply 
because you command it. 

Jasp. He can! you must! Oh, brother, that is no 
difficult task with her ; the more you know her, the more 
you'll find you can't help it. 

Roland. But I love another 

Jasp. It's false! it'a false! 

» 

Enter Meg, unseen hy them from the farm^ l., and remains 

up stage. 

Roly, Roly, I have thought you better than other men- 
prove that you are ; I love you ; but all the brothers in 
the world arc nothing to me where she is concemed. 
Wrong her, and I'm your deadly enemy— and that I 
fihouldn't like to be to you, Roly. Perhaps you shrink 
from a girl who hasn't a purse ! then what I have is 
yours — take it freely — I want nothing I Ro, this is no 
brag, I mean it ; but carry out the h9pes you have raised 
in that poor girl's heart. 

Roland. I tell you I am pledged to her sister. 

Jasp. Her sister? r 

Roland. Cornelia, and as to yoiir generosity, dear boy, 
I am sorry to break the news in the midst of your anger, 
but you have nothing ! Eytem has just discovered, what 
I all along suspected — our uncle made a recent codicil, 
stating that though some VitAe toWy Qlm\\v^V'^\\^^'5Stt>s.'?^ 
bim, he forgave and left all to ixv^. 

Jasp, And take it I W\\at \% \?^^^\x \»^ ^^ ^^^ >^ 
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no ono to sli^roit? Bui won't ^^ou prove youiBclf w^^^^f 
of it, by acting with honour to Mog? ^^^H 

KoLAKD. Once for all, I can't I ^^^ 

Jasi'. Then, brotlicr, be ha.ngc[l ! you arc no bi other of ' 
mine, and I have no means of revenging poor Meg's 
wrong but by this arm ■whioli before now has fought for 
justice ill the ivorlfshop, and tliraslicJ a rasccil as I wHl 
you — yen, you! {throws off his coat) Tlianameof apenoilesa 
mechanic — the namo of bis fatbar, ia disgraced by & 
gentleman! Let maahood be the referee — coma on! (Mbq 
rushes between them, c.) 

Meg. (c) Jasper, for my sake, no I I have heard all, 
with what utter change of feelings I have no worda to 
tell; but were he free from everyothertle, could nfTccfioii 
deeper than than that he so admirably feigned poHseaa 
this gentleman at your bidding — I should reject him, 
baoausa — I love no longer ! the magic has melted — the 
infatuation \s over! {to Uoland) Sir, though I truly 
fael this, don't think it iasaid in anger. I richly merited 
I your unsparing lesson, and if I am a wiser girl for the 
future, 'tis you, perhaps, I have to thank. There is my 
hand. I ask one favour in waking from this fooliali 
dream — don't let your triumph over me be mentioned to 
niy sister 1 

BoLAND, (n.) I promise, Meg, fuithfully, for I'm not 
Kt all vain of the part I Lave played ; if Jasper hftil 
thrashed me it would have served me right, though 'tis 
KS well that PIdgeons of one family shouldn't "full out, 
and ebide, and figlit," as Doctor wbat's-liis-namo says. 

Meo. And since kindred bad nearly been forgotten on 
my account, let mo restore the link, {joins their kandt) 
Remember, Jasper, your brother was your champion. 

Jahp, (l.) a prutty sort of champion to go in right «Rtl 
left at a woman — excuse me for calling you a wiimaii.Mog; 
but if I see you pining about him, my glue pot will boil 
over again; 1 will sec you the Mog I used to know, beforo 
I cross the briny ocean. 

Meo. Slay here, Jasper. 

JioLAXD. 0/ course lie will; \\o oSensi to ^ w^ V-.a _ 
^mUpttt! iril/j ine. and be slinU fiui that; 
^^^Btiu lu^y- sums as ivcU as \ie <:m^ 



Act Ij MEG^S DIVERSIOK. 40 

Jasp. Not a pound, Ro. {crosses to c.) I'll hand you 
over all I have had ; but there's one thing troubles mc — 
I have lent two thousand pounds. 

Roland. Cornelia has told me all about it; that debt I 
insist upon taking on my own shoulders. Give me the 
notes of hand. 

Jasp. {takes notes out of a pocket look —as he is giving 
iliem, draws back) You av on' t trouble Meg's father about 
them ? Honour bright ? 

Roland. As a brass knocker, {takes notes and teari 
them up) Nobody shall say, " I owe" to Roly ! 

Jasp. He's not all bad — is he, Meg ? 

Roland. Oh, Jasper and I are made of the right 
stufif— eh ? 

Meg. (l.) You have both been good to my father — very 
good I And to me — but there — I cannot wrong Jasper 
by saying you have his heart. 

Roland, {aside) Hanged if I donH think there's hope 
for Jasper yet. {aloud) Well, I must go and find our 
agricultural parent; {crossing to l.) and I hope in a serene 
state, for I shall make a clean breast, and then its tenant 
won't be ashamed to display its palpitations. 

Exit in housCj L. 

Jasp. {up^ c.) Now, I'll put on my jacket, and stick to 
the bench till I've earned a passage to Australia. 

Meg. (l. c, picking a flower) And what will you do 
there? 

Jasp. I don't know ; — ^perhaps get a government ap- 
pointment as bushranger. Oh, mind you, I know some- 
thing about farming, and 

Meg. And who is to befriend me when you are gone, 
Jasper ? {looking off^ ii. u. e.) Poor Sir Ashley is coming ; 
I must get out of his way I I haven't the heart to be the 
first to tell him ot his misfortune. 

Jasp. Oh, bless you, he's a philosopher : he isn't such 

a fool as I am, !Meg. {looks o^ R.) There ; the silly fellow 

has dropped his kid glove into the hog-wash! If you 

want to slip oflP, now'syour tim^l — Vi.t.'?>^<:i w^ji <i.WiA: <i^^ 

another by indulging in out iiiAa.iv.Ow^l ^^ws^^* V^ 

^ei/ go through gate to i*.) Do -you €S«t xt^iA«t ^>^^i»» 
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you'd done to your motlier, that she should liavc punished 
you by bringing you into the worid ? I do, 

Exit Jasi-ek, l, v. e., fidhwed by Meg, lacking. 

Enter Cbow, foUowtd h/ Ror,AND, from farm, L. — 
KoLASD goes down, L. 

Crow, {speaks as he enters) What, sir? What? llow 
dare yon nnmc such a thing ? Love my daiighler Cornelia! 
Why, confound it, if I didn't owe my life to you, I'd 
take yours on the spotl — Cornelia — Lady Merton— 
good gracious I I had begun to think you was dangling 
after Meg. and even that was — but Corn-e-Ua indeed ! Oh, 
here comes Sir Ashley himself. Confound you, I'll ex- 
pose you 1 — I'll have no pity on you — I'll band yoa 
over to him [ 

Enter Mertos, tlirovgh gate c, and down, r. 
Here, Sir Ash; resent your own insult: Hero's this 
here individual — I don't know what else to call him — 
lias dared — with full knowledge of your priory right and 
title, to ask my sanction to his making love to Cornelia! 

Meet, (r.) Well, I really don't kuow anything against 
the gentlemen. 

Chow (c.) Against the wliat ? the " gentleman" I Did 
yon hear what I said? Ho pita himself agaiust you with 
my daughter. 

Meht. I must decline to be pitted ; it must not be said 
in history, thut Sir Ashley Merton, fourth bnrnnet of that 
name, was an obstacle to the cour^-e of true love; bo if 
Cornelia loves him 

Crow. If she — loves him I Is this a conspiraci 
drive me mad? Sir Ashley, is that girl — who ims \ 
Htudying unnatural philosophy, and iho deuce know; 
all, to prove her affection for you, to be villifnj 
Buch an ineinuation as that? Oh, here she \i 

Enter Cornelia, from farm, i.,, and dim 
Jie))y\ Nelly! here's pretty scandal going on about yi'iui 
bat to cut the matter short — you wio vVit^od Uove tw 
genllemRn, and a — individual, doa'l ^fOM"* ^N•\\■ 
\ of tbcm do yoa love ? " 
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Cork, {turmiiff l. to Roland) This gontlemti», feur 
father. "^ » 

Mekt. (k.) Pardon me — tliat's the "individual." 
Crow. Fire and fuiy! this is a conspiracy; but I'll 
Boon bring this line boarding-scbool mias to her senses, 
Ah for you, {to Roland) you pennilesB scamp, I'Jl prose- 
cute you for — for — I don't know what ; but it's felony. Sir 
Ashley, I shall fortliwith take proceedings against you 
for — for — well, never mind what it's called — I can afford 
to go to law. 

Enter Eytem and Mrs. 'SETWELi.from R., through gale— 

Jasper and Meg Jrom l,, and remain at gate lalking^- 

Mrs. Netwell remains up, k., and is joined by MiiRTOft-. 

Eytem. {coming down, R.) "Who talks of going to law ? 
Law has come to you, 

Crow, (c.) Hera's a breach, Mr, Eytem. I lay my 
damages at twenty thousand at the least — Sir Ashley 
tries off — he deBorts my daughter I 

Ettsu. tio my fair client tells me ; and it appears that 
Mr. Roland Pidgeon Is now the lucky man. 

Crow. Uc shall have the luck of my horsewhip about 
bis shoulders if 

EvTEU, Sir, this young gentleman is now proved to be 
the real claimant of his uncle's estate, value twenty 
thousand at the least. 

Crow, {cooling down) 0\\,\a ha? And you say, Sir A., 
that you decline off my daughter 'i* 

Meston. («p, R.J I have no alternative. 

Crow. " Turnative" indeed 1 then I'll punish you, sir, 
by — by accepting this young bull-fighter; bang'd if I 
don't! but I've been deceived once— I'U keep a pretty 
sharp look out on my other wench, {to Meg) What ato 
you doing, talking to that mechanical pauper ? 

EvTEH. {aside) I must put in a word for him too, {ahad) 
Mr. Crow, I have consulted my partner, and he refuaes to 
rest the farm to you. 

Crow. Ho does? 

Eytem. Jasper, my lad, (Jasper c[oum,R.\ ^ftutattwiifcA. 
Ji i/iDUsaad pounds to mo for invcalnvftfAv W^i-C'^^. «o-^ •. 
sold jour nhaxQS at oa exttaotdiiiOT^ cswa, m>^ to'i^oA-. 
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your eapiUl in a week. One half of this farm now belongs 
to UB ; throw yonr cash into it, and stew this farmer of 
the old school what intelligenoe and manure will do with 
waste land. 

Jabp. (r.) Set up an opposition sliop to Meg's father? 
No, I'm blessed if I do, Mr. Eytcm I but, if yon will let 
the land to Mr. Crow, and he likes to take me as a sort 
of partner, now - 

Crow, (l.) Worac and worse ! why, he'd be ploughing 
the land with a jack-plane. 

Meg, (aside to Crow, i..) Father, father I Jasper waa 
a good friend to you when yuu needed it 

EtTEM, (to Citow) Come here, and listen to coansel 
pro and con. 

[all retire up — Meuton andMsB. N. come forward) 

Mert. (r. c.} Now, Sophia, the spell is witlidrawn 
from my tongue, and I may fearlessly declare I love you; 
yes, it has been coming on (so to speak) forthe last three 
months. 

Mrs. N. (l. c.) Then, Sir Ashley, you must take mo as 
I am, B mere woman. If 'tis a question of love, I re- 
linquish philosophy and mathematics. 

Mekt. What, won't you study Euclid? 

Mb8, N. I'll study you, and you only 1 you were my 
pons aeinorum, and I have mastered you — Q. E. D, I ' 
discovered that you have grent intellect- ■ — 

Mert. Dear Sophia 1 

Mrs. N. But you require tlie guidance of a 

Mert. I think I do. 

Mrs. N. Be ruled by m& !n alt things ; and like pour 
dear Netwell, yonr home will he your heaven. 

Mebt. Yes, Netwell " went home" very soon after be 
was married. Well, do ns you please with mc, but be 
mine. 

EVTEM. {cominffdown) Pardonme, Sir Ashley. (Mi 
goes up, R.) Mrs. Netwell, can I have the happini 
apcaking a few words — privately. 
Mxs. If, (R., aside to hira) Too Yale, TJix. 5.1 

engaged I 

Stteu. (aside) Deuce tak« Vt» ft» \)M:awX^«'Vw* 
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before me~{io Mrs. Netwell) I see madam — I now see 
I why you held me on oud off — a corps de reserve — iii fact 

you considered me a decoy duck. 

Mbs. N. Mr. Eytem I I never considered you a duct 
I come'; don't be vexed : I'm not worthy of it. 
I Eyti!)i. Vexed! no! but I've been taught a li 
I Pepper, Gulp and Eytem, are not to be trified i 

generally; but old Harry himself may be talten in by a 

Mb3. N, Oh, Mr. Eytem, for ahamo ! I really didn't even 
, know your name was Harry — {t!tei/ separate, and go up— 
Jasfeb and Meo come forward) 

Jasp. (l.c.) Then it's settled. Pidgcon ftud Crow; I'm 

to bo the governor's partner; but I'll work early and lato 

— and mark my words, the farm shall all be his again by- 

i and-bye, for your sake. 

Meg. (r. c.) For mi/ sake, Jasper 1 Is it possible you 
can have a kind thought of ma still? 

Jasp, Meg, I think better of mysolf since I've diseoi 
my thoughts of you are not all selfish, and I'll keep 
at least, I'll try. 

Meo. That word, Jasper — don't you remember reprovi^ 
mo for saying, I'd try ? 

Jasp. Poor girl, and ao I did ; well, don't try any more, 
there's no need. 

Meci. There is not indeed ; the very error which led me 
astriky proved the generous heart I had deserted, and 

made rac humbled, know that — I cannot say it 

Jasp, Whisper it, Meg, and then I'll pretend not 
, hear it. (Heo whispers) 

Crow, {eombig dowti, l. c.) Hob, there ! what's 
whispering about? (all come forward) 

RoLAKD. («sirfe toCoBNELiA, L.) I can gucss. Anotb< 
Pidgeon will pair off with another Crow. 

Crow. There's no occasion to conceal nothing from me, 

I'm sure. A baronet throws over my daughter and I 

I forgive him ; a young bull-fighter sei^oe her, willy nilly 

—I tumble to it ; ray daughter herseif makes an ass of me, 

and I'm patient ; a lawyer chisels me and I t&ke it ax a. 

^ thing oF eoorse. A bread- atii-theasa cat^wAw. w." 

li t>n me as partner and I receW« \i\to ■«\^)a o'^^ «ims-, 
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W ^» meg's dtveesiot. ^^^ 

hang mo if I haven't come to ttie belief that I'm an angel 
I in top boots, and that's the truth. 

Eytem. (leaniiff on hack of seal, R. c.) Well done, 
farmer ; I see you know bow to mnke a virtue of necessity. 

Ceow. But what's the Bccret, Mog? 
Med. I wUisper'd, " Don't condemn ray errors past, 
The heart may stray, yet, turning right at last, 
Lcam to reward an honest pure affection," 
EdlaK[>. (aside) Sohl mysuspiciontooktlicrightdirectlon. 
JjIsp. QoAudiente) Shesaid — butno! — itisn'tfairtotell — 
Yet, Meg's Diversion may, we hope, end well ; 
For Pidgoon's proud to own he's caught and caged. 
Don't ask me to say more— look here I 
[pulls the placard (used in Act I.) from his pocket 
and pins it on his breast, displaying tlie word— 

"ENGAGED I" 
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